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HIS EYES SIGNALLED: 


“Mourne THE SONG IN My Heart’ 


UNTIL, ALAS, SHE SMILED! 





Protect your own bright smile. Let Ipana and Massage 
help guard against “Pink Tooth Brush”! 


SHE HAD ALWAYS HOPED it would happen this 

way—soft lights, smooth music, his eyes speaking 

volumes: ‘‘You're beautiful,’’ they said, ‘‘beautiful’’! 

But then—she smiled! And his eagerness gave 

way to indifference. For beauty is always dimmed 

and darkened under the cloud of a dull and dingy 
smile. 


DON’T TAKE CHANCES with 
your own priceless smile... 
with your own happiness. 
Give your gums as well as 
your teeth the daily care 
they need. And never ignore 
the warning of ‘pink tooth 
brush"! The minute you 
see that tinge of *‘pink’’ on 
your tooth brush 
date to see your dentist. 


™ make a 


And 





take the advice he gives vou. 


WHAT ‘PINK TOOTH 
BRUSH” MEANS. “Pink” 
on your tooth brush may 
not mean serious trouble, 
but let your dentist decide. 
Chances are he will say that 
your gums, hard 
chewing by the many soft, 
creamy foods we eat today, 
have become tender, weak 
from lack of exercise. And, 


denied 





like so many dentists these days, he may suggest 
“the healthful stimulation of Ipana Tooth Paste 
and massage.”’ 

FOR IPANA, WITH MASSAGE, is specially designed 
not only to clean teeth thoroughly but to help 
invigorate the gums. So, massage a little extra 





[pana onto your gums whenever you brush your 
teeth. The pleasant “‘tang’’ you'll notice—exclu- 
sive with Ipana and massage—is evidence that 
gum circulation is increasing—helping gums to 
become firmer, healthier. 


GET A TUBE OF IPANA TO- 
DAY! Let the healthful dental 


habit of Ipana and massage 
help you to have brighter 
teeth, firmer gums, a love- 
lier, more radiant smile. 


Get the new D. D. Tooth 
Brush, too—specially de- 
signed with a twisted handle 
for more thorough cleans- 
ing, more effective gum 
massage. A ‘“‘plus’’ for aid- 
ing your smile, 


Beso Mreas 6, 


Montane 
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IPANA TOOTH PASTE 
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_.for blondes, brunettes, 
brownettes, redheads 


What could be more thrilling than “A 
_ Gift from Hollywood!” It’s easy to select 
the correct gift, too...each box contains 
the color harmony make-up for blonde, 

- brunette, brownette or redhead. 
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HOLLYWOOD 





CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1940 3 









*Arleen Whelan and 
George Montgomery 
—romantic featured 

players for 20th Cen- 

tury-Fox Films, 





















The scene is set: you find yourself facing the few weeks 
before Christmas . . . The cast is selected: you'll see it 
represented by our Family Portrait, shown on pages 8 
and 9. Members of the family appear in other scenes and 
adventures throughout the issue .. . The script is written: 
you have prepared it yourself for this Act, entitled 
“Presents for Everybody” ... The prompter is ready: 
Chatelaine plays the role, with many, many promptings 
for your remembrance, in our gift lists, in our articles, in 
our advertising columns ... The curtain rings up: the 
stage is “all set’’ for Christmas 1940, while you watch 
your best wishes for the happiness of those you love 
becoming a living reality with the joy of gift giving. 





& Gor Mother and Dad | 
FOR MOTHER Hostess tray Electric appliances says 
Wrist watch Colorful blanket Refrigerator 
















Cosmetics Tea service Vacuum cleaner 
Perfume Chest of silver Percolator 
Fountain pen Weighing scales Mattress en AND HAVE TENDER, 
Lingerie Household linens Clock SOFT HANDS! OH, YEAH? SOA, DARLING 
Hosiery Carpet sweeper Washing machine roe ay 
ALL MY HEART, 
FOR DAD Initialled key case Watch 
Water jug for office Motor rug Fountain pen and 
Golf clubs Barometer pencil 
Car accessories Razor Set of pipes 
Desk set Travelling bag Lighter 
Leather notebook Windbreaker Dressing gown Vy 
case Auto radio Cigarettes i 






YOU CAN IF 
YOU USE 
JERGENS LOTION, 
JOAN; AS SO MANY 
OF US DO. 








Gor the Teens w 





FOR A GIRL Evening slip 


How thousands of Adored Women 





Manicure set pers 
Ss Skates Dress fabric 
School ring or _—_ Brush and help prevent unlovely rough, chapped HANDS 
pin comb set 
Diary Wrist watch DORABLE SOFT HANDS — every girl for your skin—with Jergens Lotion. 
Wool for Fountain pen id A can keep them all her life! In Fragrant, soothing! No stickiness! 
sweate! Lingerie ; * spite of housework, constant use of This Lotion contains 2 ingredi- 
Mitts and parka Handkerchiefs wt , 
Housecoat Purse eG water, or outdoor exposure, which ents many doctors use to help 
. » fe Fe = ; : : 
Tennis racket Cosmetics \ nc NTEA 4 rob your hand skin of its natural smooth and soften harsh skin. For 
” al LG softening moisture, It’s SO casy to silken sott hands, use Jergens | otion 
furnish new, beautifying moisture faithfully. Get it today. 
FOR A BOY Chemistry set Dressing gown possenniensssaeeiistidiaihitealintaianisnneattaeieliasideiaiiaaade - 
Bicycle Study lamp Pen and pencil set 1 MAIL THIS COUPON NOW ' 
} ¢ y : 
Flashlight Camera Table tennis set E; iB 1744 Ad YOUR CHANCE FOR LOVABLE HANDS 
Skis Globe on axis Pyjamas . ; > . vou Whey 
CO . (I ‘ I ard, if you like 
Scout accessories Stamp album Watch j Ihe Andrew Jergens Company, Ltd., ; 
Desk Toboggan Signet ring 10 ; ) She oe St a ie = “ 
. | ' t me see how Jergens Lotion helps keep my 
Y.M.C.A. fee Compass Typewriter Ml =! tenderly soft. Plesse send my purse ' 
} ' Jergens Lotion, /ree ‘ 
- i 
FOR SOFT, | 1 
' ' 
_ are, RABLE HANDS = J 1 Addr \ 
sa 2 Aaoed ee) ADO wae, a ee eee eee = 
ad a d 
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Look out for a COLD... 


gargle Listerine Quick! 


~ 


A careless sneeze, or an explosive 
cough, can shoot troublesome germs in 
your direction at mile-a-minute speed. 
In case they invade the tissues of your 
throat, you may be in for throat irrita- 
tion, a cold—or worse. 


If you have been thus exposed, better 
gargle with Listerine Antiseptic at your 
earliest opportunity. Listerine kills mil- 
lions of the germs on mouth and throat 
surfaces known as ‘secondary invaders’’ 

. often helps render them powerless 
to invade the tissue and aggravate infec- 
tion. Used early and often, Listerine 
may head off a cold, or reduce the 
severity of one already started. 


Amazing Germ Reductions in Tests 


Tests have shown germ reductions 
on mouth and throat 


ranging to 96.7% 
surfaces fifteen minutes after a Listerine 
Antiseptic gargle. Even one hour after, 
reductions up to 80' 


% in the number of 


surface germs associated with colds and 
sore throat were noted. 


You can realize now why so many 
tens of thousands of people gargle with 
Listerine Antiseptic at the first hint of a 
cold or simple sore throat... and why 
Listerine Antiseptic in the last nine years 
has built up such an impressive test 


record against colds. 


Fewer and Milder Colds in Tests 


Tests conducted during nine years of 


careful research showed that those who 
gargled with Listerine Antiseptic twice 
a day had fewer colds, milder colds, and 
than those 


colds of shorter duration 


who did not gargle. And fewer sore 


throats, also. 


So remember, if you have been ex 


posed to others suffering from colds 
gargle 
Lambert 


Toronto 


if you feel a cold coming on 
Listerine quick ! 


Pharmacal Co 


Anuseptc 
Canada) Lrd., 
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THE CREEN HORNET See your local newspaper for + time and station 


watch your THROAT 
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* Gor the Old Dolhs 


GRANDMOTHER 


Flowers 

Tea in caddy 

Blanket 

Christmas hamper 

Chenille dressing 
gown 

Canary 


GRANDFATHER 


Tobacco 

Leather slippers 

Books 

Smoking jacket 

Chair 

Magazine 
subscription 





FOR HER 


Week-end case 
Permanent wave 
Lingerie 
Monogram pins 
Cosmetics 
Reversible raincoat 
Hand-knit sweater 
Silverware 

Cedar chest 


FOR HIM 
Life insurance policy 
Travelling bag 
Skis and ski togs 
Desk 
Badminton racket 
Table tennis set 
Fountain pen 








CHATEI 





Eiderdown 

Bed jacket 

Slippers 

Bed tray 

Electric heating pad 
Stationery 

Fur muff 

Tapestry handbag 


Smoking stand 

Album of children’s 
snaps 

Reading lamp 

Solitaire playing 
cards 

Weather forecaster 

Book ends 

Billfold 


Evening wrap 
Sewing machine 
Evening bag 
Housecoat 
Course of beauty 
treatments 
Dresserware 
Lotions 
Beauty creams 
Opera glasses 
Gloves 


Camera 

Skates 

Razor 

White silk muffler 

Waterproof 
windbreaker 

Leather billfold 

Set of brushes 





JAINE, 








DECEMBER, 1940 


Present: 


Needlepoint footstool 
cover 

Magazine 
subscription 

Wool for knitting 

Ivy in bowl 

Household linens 

Carpet sweeper 

Glass coffee maker 


Radio 

Canadian etching 
Set of chess 
Magazine stand 
Walking stick 
Bowling club fee 
Pyjamas 

Paisley silk scarf 
Novelty tie rack 


gl ya 


Le 


Zor the Twenties 


Chatelaine 
subscription 

Slippers 

Stationery 

Eiderdown 

Beauty kit for the 
eyes 

Manicure case 

Nail polish 

Evening bag 


Lighter 

Matching wool 
scarf and gloves 

Briefcase 

Desk set 

New books 

Subscription to 
Maclean's 
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I broke into this business—if you can call it 
a lamentably short time ago, I’ve had 
requests. But none like this one. | 


playing 


INCI 

a business 

some funny 
mean this one I’m going to tell you about 
midwife to a temperamental artist and his art. 

A brief autobiography has been requested of me. 
I’ve been requested to tell when | work best—in the 
morning, the afternoon, or at 
night; whether or not | eve 
worked on a newspaper, wrot 
the Class Ode, and so on. | 
don’t feel a bit like a Rover 
Girl. I 
kicking around long enough to 


dark 


romances lurking in my life, let 


haven’t even been 


have any real deep, 
alone a husband; I even have 
to admit that I couldn’t make 
the college paper, and I tlunked 
in English grammar—theretore 
1 don’t fit into any precon- 
ceived picture of a 
author On the Way Up. 
Climbing the dim stairs, | 


young 


put my hand in my pocket, 
just to make sure the letter 
was real, that I didn’t dream 
it. My agent had written: 


You'll think 


request, | 


Jinx: 
strange 


Dear 
this a 
know, but the facts are these 
Johnny Whitney is the 
best commercial artist in the 
city——but the laziest. I want 
you to sit on his tail. Haunt 
him. Nag him. Badger him 
Cajole him. Be sweet to him. 
Barton wants those pictures. 
As soon as possible, so that 
he can go to press, because, 
although a wedding story is 
good any month, it’s always 
especially good right now. 


Tell Whitney 


point out the need 


you're the 
author 
for speed, give him a few 
pointers on what the charac- 
ters will wear—though he 
probably has a copy of the 
script. I sent him one, if he hasn’t lost it in that 
madhouse he calls a studio. He’s a good guy, if you 
rub him the right way. A little temperamental, a 
little bashful, |! 
Jack him up. 


| wouldn’t ask you to do this, but you could 


suspect, but prod him along. 


charm the coppers from a dead man’s eyes. 


| uc k; 


I was a little doubtful about that, suspecting it as a 
sop to my vanity, but it gave me courage as | stood in 
front of the door and fixed my face into a determined 
if fatuous smile. Like a vacuum cleaner salesman, | 
had my foot all ready to thrust over the threshold as | 
raised my hand to knock. 

I don’t know exactly where the scruff of the neck is, 
though I’ve heard it referred to often, especially in the 
old paper-back novels. Let me just say that | was 
picked up by it. My knuckles never reached the door. 
It flew open, and | was literally yanked into the room. 
Not roughly helped in, but yanked, and by the scruff 
of my—well, you know. 

‘You’re late! One hour late!’ 

There followed a torrent of words such as Margaret 
Mitchell has never thought of tn her life, words that 


would peel the skin from an onion. My mouth fell open. 


ete, 


UVUaAteL_aLnre Or 


DECEMBER * 









I was picked up 
by the scruff of 
the neck and 
yanked into the 
room, 


Before I could get 
it closed, my hat 
was swiftly remov- 
ed, yes, in one fell 
swoop another 
hangover from the 
seventeenth cen- 
tury novels. 

“I said a brun- 
ette! Blondes 
look washed-out. 
| specifically —re- 


quc sted a brun- 


ette!”’ 

\ monster looked 
at me speculative- 
ly. A monster who 
was seven feet tall 

well, possibly six 
feet—and if ton- 
gues of flame didn’t shoot out of his eves, certainly 
sparks came from them. Brown eyes. Very brown, 
with coppery glints. 

“Your mouth is open.” 


“My 


blonde! 


mouth isn’t open. I’m not a washed-out 


And if a brunette is what you wanted, I’ve 


oa 


never been gladder in my life that I’m not a brunette.” 

““So glad.” 

‘“*Gladder!” I was furious. I tried to get my hat, but 
he held it behind him, “I came here for 

“You’re neat, anyway,” the artist said calmly. “The 
last one had a safety pin stuck right up here.” He 
showed me. “And her hair looked matty. I don’t think 
she washed it very often.” 

‘|’m not interested in your models, or their personal 
habits. I—” 

“Sit over there, and stop chewing the rag. It’s bad 
enough that you’re late when I have work to do, 
without taking up my time denying you’re a blonde 
when any half-baked paint-dabber could see it with 
one eye.’ 

‘You describe yourself accurately, at least,” | 
retorted, 

“Oh, fresh, eh?” He shot me a baleful glance, then 
turned and strode over to a pile of papers on a table. 
These he rummaged through roughly, ignoring the 
photographs that fluttered to the floor. 

Please listen. 1 came 

“Here, help me,” he commanded. “‘ Find a manu—a 
typewritten bunch of papers with the title “Two in the 
Aisle.’ Author’s Virginia something or other.’ 

A little gasp almost escaped me. Virginia Faulkner. 
Me! My story ! This was hardly the time to stand on 
my dignity. Nothing like being in the enemy camp to 
keep track of things. Meekly | rummaged through the 
pile of papers and photographs, noticing as I did that the 

faultlessly 


se 


, 


photographs were all of beautiful girls, 
| picked one up and was regarding it with 
interest when John Whitney called sharply, “Here, 
You'll have plenty of time to look 
those over some day—when you’re putting them in 
that looseleaf yearbook there that friend Alfred Minot 
Hoyt sent me. Some day in one of your ‘rest’ periods.” 


The way he ground out “friend Alfred Minot Hoyt’ 


dressed, 


stop daydreaming. 


meant that he was still burned up over the fact that 
apparently the model agency had made a mistake. 
“Furthermore, when the book’s in order, I won't be 
taking potluck any more. T’Il call up Hoyt and I'll 
name the model, specifically. Then they can’t put any 


blondes over on me.” 









NO HISTORIAN has ever told us just when it was that old 
Mother Hubbard made her celebrated and disappointing 
discovery that changed the whole psychology of dogdom. It 
may have been in 1800 B.C.* Anyway, it was just after this 
that man’s best friend hit on the idea of burying bones. A 
bone in the back yard seemed worth two in the cupboard. 


*B.C.—Before Canning. 


THE PANTRY PARADE, just to remind you of the wonderful 
variety and change you can get into your winter menus through 
the convenience of canned foods. Reasonable and careful 
stocking of your larder with canned foods means that your 
family can enjoy the same wide variety of foods in December 
that they do in July. With a supply of them on hand, you 
have the perfect solution of a housewife’s most difficult problem. 


> American Can Company, Montreal, Hamilton, Toronto; 


- BETTER BUY FOOD. 


Who's atraid 
B\G BAD WINTER? 
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of the 


NOW, WITH A BEAR it’s different. A bear doesn’t have 
to bury bones—he doesn’t care a woof about Winter. In the 
last few weeks of Autumn, he tucks in so much provender 
that he doesn’t need to eat at all from November to March. 
Even so, he just barely gets by and the expression “hungry 
as a bear’’ suggests a creature who has lived all winter on a 


hearty lunch he enjoyed sometime last October. 


A WELL-BALANCED AND VARIED DIET of healthful, 
invigorating foods enables you to beat Winter at its own rough 
game. Canned foods offer you this kind of diet. Foods fresh 
from Canada’s farmlands, orchards, and coastal waters are 
sealed in cans at flavour-peak. And as the result of modern 
canning methods, food value, vitamin and mineral content 
are all retained in high degree... more successfully than in 


foods prepared the usual way at home, 


American Can Company, Ltd., Vancouver, 


— IN CANS + 
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He was the best commercial artist in the city ee but he was lazy. lt was 


her job fo nag him info setting those illustrations done 


ca simple undertaking .. bat how as she to know there'd he complications $ 


In feigned amazement, I glanced at my watch. 
g 
“Was it that long? 


that | thought he was the one to give the signal for rest, 


I was miles away.” If he guessed 
his superior amusement would be unbearable. 

I started to step down, but Whitney waved me back. 
“Listen, Miss Whatever-your-name-is, we don’t keep 
bankers’ hours here. We have another hour to go.” | 
must have looked dismayed, because he added more 
kindly, “What is your name?” 


“J—Tillie,’ I told him 


%> 
apopulous. 


“Tillie 


cravely. Scap- 


“9? 


His head swung around. “Ilow do you spell it? 


he murmured, 

I became panicky. I can never remember the 
position of “‘e” and “i” in words like ‘friend.’ “S-k-a - | 
mean, S-c-a -” 

Whitney grinned. 

““Any time you’re ready, Miss 

I subsided in my chair, thinking that it was too bad 
that anyone with such a foul disposition could be so 


Cappadalupo.” 


attractive when he grinned. Tomorrow, he’d said, the 


clothes would be there, which meant I would be 
expected to appear. With grim amusement, I thought 
of his face when another blonde arrived in the studio. 
I would call Alfred Hoyt tonight. 
I’d be well out of it 
or wise to tell Hoyt who I was, then I could prod 


I went over it in 


1 could explain. 


or perhaps it wouldn’t be necessary 


Whitney along over the telephone. 
my mind again, deciding what to do. 

Tired?” Whitney demanded, after a while. 

“Yes,” | said. 

He started to clean his brushes. 

“We'll knock off for tonight,” he said. “And,” he 
added briskly, “get here on time tomorrow.” 

I ignored the gibe. As I shrugged into my coat and 
put on my hat without the aid of a mirror, it occurred 
to me that if I kept silent it wouldn’t be exactly telling 
a lie. 

“Hey!” Whitney called sharply. 
door. “‘Wait a minute.” 
as he crossed the room, and held out his hand. | 


I turned from the 
He dug down into his pocket 
looked down. There was a bill lying in his outstretched 
palm. 

“Oh, no,” I said. 

Whitney stared. 

“It’s too much.” 

“Too 


yhilanthropic society for models, baby. 
] | , 


much!” he yelled. “I’m not running a 


It’s my usual 


rate.” 

I hesitated. I hadn’t thought about the money end 
of it. 

“Here, take it. It’s good. I made it myself.” 

| took the monc \ slowly, avoidin y his « ves, 


- yOOd-=D\ - S d 

( | : I said. 
‘ 1. oy 1 : 
**Good night, ne said oruffly, then, as if it were an 
afterth sught, he held the door open for me, 


walked 


park, “He likes to think he’s hard, but he pays his 


Outside, l crossed over and along by 


models every day, instead of Waiting until they’re 
through.” ‘Then I thought, “ Perhaps they all do.’’ 

I felt a littl sad, going straight to the telephone 
book, and dialling Hoyt’s number, when I got home, 
but I had thought it all out. There was no on 
standing over me with a whip demandi: vy that | go 


cood-looking Snip of an 
artist whose fame had pre Lhe line w is 
As ] slowly re laced the receiver in the c vc le 


it occurred to me that Whitney might 


back and be reinsulted by a 
me to his head, 


} 


DUSY. 


, 


I 
not Nave 





completed the face, that a 
change in mod Is might be 
embarrassing to him inas- 
much as he would have to 
discard what he had already 
shrugged. It 
wasn’t my affair, Or was 
it? My agent had asked me 


done, | 


to urge him on to all 


1a¥.¢ hawbers 


possible I rue, Well, speed, 
deadline or no deadline, I didn’t have to go back 
Chat was certain. I had to earn my 
bread and butter. True. But I’m not starving to 
death. I don’t have to go back there tomorrow and 


be barked at and patronized by 


speed, speed or no 


there tomorrow, 


WHEN I knocked at the studio door this time I wasn’t 
hauled in. Whitney stood aside and made a sweeping 
bow, not bending his knees, low from the waist. ‘Too 
bad you’re not always so prompt,” he said. 

“Do you make a cult of rudeness,” I enquired, 
“Only in certain cases,” he replied briskly. 
he pointed to a table, a corner of which had been 
cleared. ‘**Put that outfit on, over behind that screen. 
Don’t dawdle All 

dressing.” 

Without answering this charge, I picked up the 
clothes and crossed the room with them, so angry at 
myself for coming that it was a matter of a few minutes 
before I could throw out over the top of the screen, 
“Psychologists would say your bad disposition was 
merely a defense 


Then 


women dawdle when they’re 


either a result of dyspepsia, or 
mechanism.” 

Whitney said, “Heavenly blue, they call that color. 
In the name of all that’s reasonable, where on an 
artist’s palette is such a thing as heavenly blue. 
Heavenly blue—shocking pink! If we don’t have 
troubles enough with dilatory models.” 

I said: ‘This defense mechanism I speak of is some- 
thing you set up yourself as your protection against 
models, dilatory and otherwise.” 

There was a silence, then Whitney conceded, “* You 
may have something there, because actually I hate 
women and, like Maugham, believe that beauty Is a 
bit of a bore. Woman,” he declaimed, “is proverbially 
irrational, She is a frozen Daquiri instead of a living 
Boldini; while war rages in Europe and hearts are torn, 
she weeps over a stray bristle on a newly painted 
fingernail, changes or renews her main feature at least 
five times a day. She dines on nothing more substantial 
And worries about her 


; 
d’s tongue. 


than a hummingbr 


He looked at me with 
amused tolerance, “Go 
on,” he said, “I’m hav 
ing the time of my life.” 


. 


in time. It seemed 


¢ 


waistline. She paints her face dead white, and her 


lips a sulky red—” 

l stuck my head over the top of the screen. 

“If you noticed women, instead of going around with 
your nose in the air, you’d realize that the concurrent 
fashion is for natural make-up, for health and youth, 
for dewiness. You'd notice that woman has never been 
more beautiful than she is today. But I suppose—” 

He was looking at me with amused tolerance. I 
shut my lips stubbornly. “Go on,” he said grinning. 
Ile stood with his feet planted firmly apart, his eyes 
laughing at me. “Go on,” he said, “I’m having the 
time of my life.” 

‘| suppose you tell yeurself . Continued on page 33 





















































Illustrated by 
W.V. Chambers 


Potluck, eh! While he muttered, my cheeks burned. 
I was so mad, | couldn’t have 
seen my own story if it jumped off the table and bit me. 

“I’ve got it!” Whitney yelled. “Now sit up there 
until I find the page | want.” 


Washed-out blonde! 


HE RIFFLED the pages quickly, frowned, and riffled 


them again. 


I could have told him—page eight—but 





“If you noticed women, in- 
stead of going about with 
your nose in the air, you'd 
realize that woman hus 
never been more beautiful 
than she is today.” 


instead I sat down and gloated smugly. When he 
finally found what he was looking for, and started 
reading, | had a chance really to look at him, and let 
me go on record right now as saying that I have to admit 
this Whitney had a quick, lean. thinness that in anyone 
but John Whitney I would have liked. His hair and 
eyebrows and eyes were the clesest match I had ever 
seen, being all of a light, golden browh, something like 
polished copper, or peanut brittle. He had a clear tan 
skin, and his two front teeth lapped over each other, 
just enough to keep him from being too good-looking, 
and in all fairness I will concede that he might be a 
standard of perfection to many a girl, but certainly, 
under the circumstances, not tome. Maybe if he smiled 
but apparently he never smiled. He was a grouch. 
A pure and simple grouchy, bad-tempered, bossy, 
dictatorial, conceited puppy of a man. ‘That 
little mixed, but it made me feel better just to think of it. 
I took a quick gander around the huge studio. On 
one side a narrow stairway of iron clung to the side of 
the wall and ended at a little doorway. Whitney had 
fitted up a tiny apartment there, complete with 
kitchenette, bedroom and bath, or so I had heard. 
There were props and costumes spread around, and 
huge trunks, on top of which stood massive jars of all 
sizes, shapes and materials, some frankly plaster of 
The texture of th 


was a 


Paris, some lovely old pewter. 
paintings leaning drunkenly against the wall, some of 
which I recognized, had always intrigued me. They 
looked as though you could actually pick the oil off 
with your fingernail, and now I| could see that they 
were as deep-textured as any oil in a showroom. 

The place was a shambles, and in the middle of it 
stood a huge brick oven. 

“That a barbecue?” I asked curiously. 

“Huh?” Whitney scowled at me, then looked where | 
pointed. I thought he was going to laugh, but instead 
he got up and came close to me, waving the manuscript 
under my nose for emphasis. “That’s what comes of 
working for confounded water-colorists.” I had only a 
vague idea what a water-colorist was, but felt sure from 
Whitney’s tone that one must be the lowest of the low. 
“You’ve probably never worked for a real artist.” | 
started guiltily, before I realized what he meant. 
*That’s my firing oven.” 
the door, took hold of a painting, laid it on some kind 

“See?” 


water- 


He leaped over and opened 


of a contraption and pushed it into the oven. 
he said triumphantly. “None of your puny 
colorists can do that to theirs.” I shook my head 
sideways to indicate I was in perfect accord with 
whatever he said. He came close to me the n, looked 
up into my face where I sat above him. “I’m the only 
commercial artist who has a painting in our Art 
Gallery.” 


1 forgot my fear of him. “Really,” I said dryly. 
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Whitney was turning away. Now he turned his 
head, astounded, 

““Models don’t talk back,” he stated flatly. 

“This one does,” I said bravely. ‘‘What’s the picture 
hanging in the Gallery for, to salve your conscience for 
selling your art down the river?” I could have bitten 
out my tone. “He’s angry,” I decided. “I'll be bounced 
right out of here on my left ear.’”? Suddenly, watching 
It went 


Achilles 


him, it occurred to me that he wasn’t angry. 
| than that. He Young 


aeeper hurt. 
Whitney had a spot. 


was 
“Sorry,” I said crisply. 
Brown-eyes inclined his head. 

Then he was off again, and instantly I was sorry I 
He said, “I don’t 


these awful stories. 


had wasted my sympathy on him. 
know why I have to read these 

Why can’t they pick out the descriptions and have 
them typed and sent over to me. No! 
I have to sit down and read them through, just 


They’re too 
busy. 
to find out whether the heroine wore a muff or a bustle, 
and each story smells worse than the last one. I swear 
Ill never read any more of this trash.” 

*“And what’s the matter with that ‘trash’?” I asked 
him icily. 

“The matter?” He held the story out at arm’s 
length, flipped the pages rapidly. “First eight pages 
boy meets girl. Next nine pages—boy loses girl. Last 
four pages, boy gets girl. Same old thing.” 

“And can you think of a better way to write a 
story?” | challenged in my most dangerous voice. 

““How could I, a mere painter, when the writers are 
still using the plot of the first novel ever written? In 
“Pamela, or Virtue Rewarded,’ the heroine, represented 
by the scullery maid, is chased from room to room all 
over the castle by her master trying to assail her virtue, 
poor girl. He finally marries her in desperation. 
Lorraine le Seaur does it in the movies 

“And Katherine Burnham gives it a whoop-de-do 
ending in books and makes a lot of money out of it. 
Of course,” I drawled, “‘there are variations on the 
theme. For instance, the poor model, chased all around 
” With great difficulty, | 
restrained myself from raising my eyes significantly to 
the wall, but I thought, 


watching him glare at me over the easel, enough’s 


the studio by the painter 
the kitchenette-bedroom in 


enough, and I’d better not make him too mad just 
for my own personal satisfaction. 

“Then there’s the love-hate version,” I continued 
blandly. 

“The what?” Whitney 


canvas to get a better light. 


demanded, moving the 


“The love-hate version. You know—like us, when 
I came in. Now there 
Ile threw down his brush. ‘‘Don’t get any ideas. 


Models are just so much—so much—er bone structure 
to me.” 
I kept my face very impassive. “I’m just illustrating 


a point. I know how you feel. Take me 


I can’t stand 
artists. Little boys in smocks 

“You don’t see any smock on me!” 

“With paint smears on their pant legs where they 
wipe their brushes,” I continued imperturbably. 

Whitney flushed and looked down guiltily, 

“Turn your face to the light,” he ordered, ‘and if 
you'd retard the jaw motion, I might be able to get 
your head done tonight. Tomorrow Angell’s is sending 
over the clothes, and | want to go right ahead.” 

[ BIT back a very scathing retort. For what seemed 
like an hour I held myself as quietly as possible, then 
gradually my neck began to ache, the end of my nose 
itched, and I looked so long at one spot in the wall 
that it blurred and wavered before my eyes, and all 
the while I seethed with hate for the despicable mal 
who frowned and made faces of concentration in front 
of me. At first, the discomfort was merely annoying, 
Dut gradually every muscle in my body cried out a 
“I’m going to twitch in half a 


Whitney 


with complete absorption, and I tried by grim determin- 


message to my brain, 


second.” I suffered, while painted away 
ation not to betray myself to this insufferable monster 
as the rankest of rank amateur models. Tears pricked 
my eyelids, and many times my head seemed to waver, 
like a drooping flower on a slim stalk. I thought with 
bitter envy of a cat in a grocery window, stretching 
itself with feline grace, and sighed. 

The sigh made a sibilant sound in the quiet room 


and Whitney’s head shot up. 
“Never 


“Trying to set a record?” he asked dryly. 
had one sit that long before.” 
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SCENE I: OPENING THE CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 


Co-operating with ‘Family Portrait.” Chatelaine editors are grate- 
ful to The T. Eaton Co. Ltd., Toronto, for their co-operation in 
supplying the settings and ‘properties’ for the photographs 
in this issue, illustrating the story of the Halls’ Christmas. 


This year the Halls, being a vital part of Chatelaine’s editorial program, are 
going to Buy British—and Buv Canadian. They know the importance of Britatin’s 
export trade and are asking for merchandise brought over the seas, through the 
gallantry and might of the Navy and the merchant service. They know Canadian 
workers in Canadian factories are making gifts second to none in the world. They 
are asking for them. Too, they are looking for gift ideas among Canadian handi- 
crafts—and sending these to friends in other parts of the world. Something 
delinitely Canadian in design to tell the story of our handicrafts. 

[hus they plan and buy for Christmas—and bring to the day itself all the age-old 
tradition of the festival. They’ll sing Christmas carols more than ever this year. 
With the universal use of radios, or of electrical phonographs, it’s easy for one of 
the family to slip down and turn on the carols, so that the day opens with a burst 
of glorious song. While every family ritual follows its own needs, most families 
let the children open their stockings before breakfast —and allow them to tak« 
one present from the tree. Everyone else must wait till after breakfast, when 


the grandparents arrive—and the fun is on 


MRS. ROBERT FRASER 


MR. ROBERT FRASER 


As you'll find the day planned for our average family, in the pages of this 
December Chatelaine, the family go to church—except Judy and Doug, who put 
the finishing touches to the dinner-—in between planning their own future. You'll 
learn of the novel Christmas decorations—of the menus served—of the games 
played—the hospitality offered. While much of it is going on, the youngsters are 
out of doors, skating or sleigh riding. Or making a Christmas dinner for the 
birds, by building a snow man and putting a tray for suet and bread crumbs tn his 
arms. (If there’s no snow, tie straws to a stick, broom fashion, and put pieces of suet 
on each straw. The birds love it—and so do the children!) 

Grannie, too, has her own special moment. She has glued empty walnut shells 
together — with a personal-bit of advice for each member of the family slipped inside. 
Painted in bright colors, and initialed, the walnuts hang on the tree, until just before 
bedtime for the children. Then the tree has another moment of gaiety, as the shells 

n 


anded out and the laughing advice read aloud, 


Along this general pattern, the story of another Christmas Day will be told in 
each Canadian family. This year no home can miss the calls of the world outside. 
No one will ignore the thought of the soldiers’ families to be given extra consider- 
ition; of the little war guests to be shown all the enchantment of a Canadian 


Christmas; of the underprivileged; of the sick. 
This Christmas 1940, will give everyone a chance to reali.e anew, all that the 


festival really means, 





DICK HALL 


pk 


RICHARD HALL JOAN HALL 


EET the Hall family, gathered together for the big moment of Christmas 
Day—the opening of their gifts. 
They represent, symbolically, any Canadian family, around any tree. 
Chatelaine planned this family group to represent yours as much as possible. 
In telling about their Christmas plans, and answering their Christmas problems, we 
hope to answer many of your own questions. 

Look at them all! There are the old folks, of course. Without their love and 
benediction, garnered from thirty-five Christmasses spent together, the day would 
lose much of its meaning and joy. The young couple, Marion and Richard, married 
for nearly twelve years, are building their own traditions for the years ahead. The 
pretty young sister, Judy, has just received, in company with hundreds of othe: 
Canadian girls, that most momentous Christmas gift of all—her engagement ring. 
The young R.C.A.F. lad who gave it to her, comes from a Western province, and ts 
on leave for the Day. There are children in the group, of course. 

So we give you the general pattern, running through most family portraits In 
the Dominion. 

This Christmas 1940 brings with it special problems. The Halls believe that, this 


year more than ever, the beauty and pageantry of Christmas ts of vital importance 
They know, 


of 
the whole 


not only for the grownups, but for the children and the young people. 

too, that the free circulation of money which follows the generous buying 

Christmas gifts throughout Canada, is of vast practical significance to 
- B | 


country and its war program, 
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“a 


for him by seven. He’s only a dishwasher, but,” he 
chuckled in self-derision, “*he thinks I’m a big shot.” 

She wanted to put her arms around him and say, 
““You’re going to be a big shot, darling. You know you 


It’s only a matter of time.” But he opened the 


are. 
icebox door abruptly just then and said, ‘‘What’s 
supper?” 


‘“*Lambs’ kidneys and hashed brown potatoes and 
green salad.” 
“Ummm 

“I’m so glad you're a pig about food,” she laughed 
lightly. “‘A husband with no appetite would be awful. 
Why don’t you make the salad dressing while I cut up 
these potatoes? Then this fat’ll be ready.”” She looked 
briefly at sizzling white morsels. Kidney fat made such 
good frying, gave a nice different flavor to bread-and- 
butter dishes like scrambled eggs and fried potatoes and 
chipped beef that otherwise ate up precious butter. 
And it came all free for the asking around those nice 
plump cheap little kidneys, free just for the saying, 

“Don’t trim them please.” 

Katie knew all about such economies. 
given up a twenty-five-hundred-a-year job teaching 


hurry up with it. I’m starving.” 


Hadn’t she 


them to low-income housewives when she married Ted? 
It hadn’t seemed awfully sensible to give it up, but you 
can’t live in one place and teach in another, not if you 
want to get very much living done. And she had saved 
some and he had got that thousand-dollar-a-year 
research grant, so with the wedding presents they had 
thought they could manage. 

SHE WASN’T so sure now. They weren't either of 
them so but Ted never would talk about it. 
Alw ays like now he would c hange the subyec t, almost as 
if he couldn’t face it. And she kept feeling that if they 
would only look at it squarely once, estimate the 
that 
as tough a time, they would 


sure, 


chances of success, convince themselves somehov 
all young doc tors had just 
both feel better. 
““Where’s the vinegar? 
and popped half a cold potato Into his mouth, 
“On the shelf over your head. Don’t forget the soy 
But she was trying to think 


He reac hed across the sink 


sauce, it’s right there too,” 
of words, comforting, reassuring words, that would 
convince him, convince herself, 

A man with Ted’s ability can’t fail, she whispered 
passionately to herself, not when he has ‘led’s honesty 
and determination too, 

But can’t he, something whispered back, when he’s 
trying a thing as tough as breaking into private practice 
ina big city. Can’t he? Anybody can fail if he tries the 


impossible, 

It’s not impossible, othe people have done it, 

But maybe they had more money, more connections. 

Ted has wonderful connections. ‘The older doctors 
say . and we'll make the money last somehow. 

Oh, youcantry. You can die trying. 

“You really are making progress, you know,” she 
broke out suddenly to drown the voices. “It’s slow, it’s 


’ 


bound to be, but it’s building. Last month was bette: 


than the month betore’’—she shut her mind, as sh« 


talked, to how depressingly small both months incomes 
had been—‘and this month, wasn’t this month bette: 
still?” 

**Nope.” 


concentration. The word sounded careless enough. 
“Oh, it must have been,” she protested. And then, 


He was stirring the salad dressing with 
b 


because she couldn’t help it, “How much?” 
He was pouring in the soy sauce now, drop by drop 
as if he were in his lab. “‘ Aside from the fellowship, you 
~ ‘“ 
mean?” he asked in a rather flat voice. “From patients, 
you mean? Nothing, Katie, not one darn cent.” 


jar to hold the fat as she 


She reached for an empty 


“Maybe he'll be my 
patient for lite.” 


tried to take in his words, as she wished she could call 
back the question that had forced them from him. She 
laughed a determinedly light laugh because it was 
better to take it as a joke. “‘ Not even one?” she said. 
“I don’t believe it. Didn’t anybody pay?” And kept on 
laughing until he began to laugh with her faintly. She 
wanted to go and put her arms around him again, but it 
would be awful to act sorry for him. Better to pretend it 
was funny, and it was, almost, in a dreadful sort of way. 

“‘Didn’t anybody pay?” she said, still laughing a little. 
**T could kill all those people.”” Better to pretend there 
were lots of people, not just the few friends who liked 
the jut of Ted’s chin, the few clinic patients who wanted 
to become self-respecting at two dollars a shot. She 
turned back to the stove and picked up the pan of 
smoking fat. “*Well,” she said steadily, ‘‘it’ll all come 
rolling in next month instead, and maybe we'll need it 
more then.” But she was trembling with the pain of 
having forced the wretched admission from him, with 
rebellion at a world that could demand years of training 
of a man and then pay him so poorly for his special 
knowledge, make it so hard for him to get a start. As 
she lifted the pan, she was shaking with a sort of futile 
anger at the cruelty of life. 

“Look out, Katie,” Ted glanced up suddenly. “Let 
me do that. You'll spill 

“Tf can do it.”” She shook her head almost angrily, 
shook her already trembling arm and did spill. It hurt 
terribly as the hot fat poured over her hand, but when 


she began to cry it wasn’t from the pain, 


SHE COULD hear him moving around the kitchen an 
hour later, hear the dishes rattling in the sink, then a 
lighter rattle as he put them away, then she could hear 
him moving around the living room, picking up papers, 
transforming it into an oflice for the dishwasher who 
would be coming any moment. “You lie there, Katie,” 
he had said gently as he undressed her and got her into 
bed. ‘‘You lie there with your hand in this basin of 
tannic acid and don’t take it out till I tell you to, if you 
want it to heal short of a month. Don’t you worry. Ill 
fix dinner and clear things up.” 

““You’re a marvellous cook,” she had told him when 
he brought her plate in. She had managed a smile, but 
she hadn’t been able to eat. She was too full of anger at 
herself, a futile anger that all but drowned out the 
steadily increasing pain of the burn, 

“What are we going to do?” she had asked almost 
wildly as she watched him cut up her meat. 
be able to cook or clean or anything for days, will 1? 
We'll just have to get someone in and =: ne 
sentence trailed off. No need to talk of that thin little 


bank balance, to put into words the significance of 


: | won't 


that “not one cent.’ She had done enough unnecessary 


talking for one day. 

Ted had been tying on an apron when she said this. 
He had looked at her with that funny soft little smile. 
“Get someone in?” he said. ““What for, Katie? I'll never 
have more spare time than right now—at least I hope 
not. I’ll only have to get up half an hour earlier to clean 
before | go to the lab, and if 1 can’t get meals In not 


much longer than I used to waste watching you do it 


’ 


I’m overcivilized.” 


li 





She could hear him moving around the living room. 
He was whistling almost cheerfully. “‘1 Can’t Give You 
Anything But Love, Baby.” They had called it the 
internes’ song when he was in medical school. A lump 
came to her throat. He was such a swell guy, and what 
good did she do? None at all. 

The doorbell rang, and ke rushed in unrolling his 
sleeves and reaching for his coat. “Dishwasher to 
dishwasher,” he grinned, and went out and shut the 
door. She listened through her pain to the sounds in 
the other room, the rise and fall of voices, wondering 
vaguely what was the matter with the man and whether 
Ted would be able to fix it. After awhile she heard 
the outside door slam, and Ted came in. 

“‘Look, Katie.” There was a different expression on 
his face, a sort of glow of satisfaction. She hadn’t 
realized till now how long it was since she had seen that 
look. If she had realized . . . He was holding something 
out to her. “Money, Katie. Isn’t it beautiful? Two 
bucks, Katie, the guy pays cash.” 

She gave a shaky laugh. “‘So it won’t be a zero month 
anyway.” 

“Nope, and I didn’t tell you what he’s got—diabetes, 
Maybe he’ll be my patient for life.” His voice was 
cager. All he wants, she thought, is a chance. 

He was looking at her critically now. 
feeling?” 

*“Not bad.” 

“You mean you can keep from crying—just about. I 
Was crazy not to give you something earlier, but that 
guy came in so darn promptly.” He came back with a 
glass and some tablets. “‘You try to go to sleep now 
while I write up this fellow’s history.”” There was that 


*“How’s it 


glow of pride again. 


TTHE SEDATIVE made everything a little vague after 
awhile, but she didn’t sleep, just lay wondering how she 
was going to bear sitting around watching Ted bear all 
the physical as well as the psychological burdens. When 
he got into bed beside her a while later, she moved her 
good hand out to touch his side and murmured, “I’m 
sorry I’m such a clumsy donkey.” She felt a little 
better when he reached down and held it, but only a 
little. 

She thought of all the stories she had read of the 
clever young wife who helps her husband by introducing 
him to fabulously rich patients or clients or customers. 
While all Ted gets, she thought, is a dishwasher, and 
he has to get him for himself. She tried to think of any 
rich important people she knew and how she could 
subtly make them aware that Ted was probably the best 
doctor in town, subtly make them go and tell their 
friends. But I don’t know any rich people, she thought 
dismally, and if | did, I wouldn’t know how to go about 
telling them how brilliant Ted is. I’d be afraid it would 
look as if I were trying to get them for patients, which 
{ would be. Besides, her mind was getting fuzzy, the 
way the little woman always impresses the rich patient 
or customer in the story Is by inviting him to dinner and 
showing how clever her husband must be to have sucha 
clever little cook for a wife. And I can’t even get dinner 
hot fat—hot fathead 


Continued on 


for two without spilling hot fat 


fathead—fathead, Phe page 20 
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HE TURNED as she heard the voice. “Hello,” 

he said. She had had the water running, washing 

the lettuce, and hadn’t heard him come in. He 
was standing in the doorway of the kitchenette, looking 
at her with that warm little smile on his lips. The first 
couple of months that “Hello” hadn’t seemed quite 
enough. She had kept feeling he ought to say, “Hello, 
Katie,” or “Hello, darling,” or even occasionally 
‘Hello, sweetheart,” and kiss her maybe. Now, if he 
had done any of those things, it wouldn’t have seemed 
natural. Now, if he had kissed her a greeting kiss or a 
good-by kiss, or anything except definitely a love kiss, 
she would have felt he was acting, and there wasn’t 
any actor in Ted. Maybe, she 
watching the other young doctors slap each other on 
the back, listening to them swap tall tales of their 
phenomenal successes, maybe he would get along faster 


sometimes thought 





if he did act a little more, but she wouldn’t have loved 
him so much, 

“ Hello, darling.”? She met his smile with an answering 
warmth that she could almost feel rushing out to him 
across the little space. She shook the leaves dry and 
laid them in a dish towel. “Anything exciting happen 
today?” 

“Nothing much.” His voice was casual but there was 
faint pride. 
evening.” 


649 : . ° : 
‘I’ve got a new patient coming in this 


“Good.” Her face lit up with pleasure. “‘That makes 
three new ones this week, doesn’t it?” 

“This month,” he corrected her quietly. “Want me 
to set the table? He’s coming about seven.” 

“There’s lots of time. Tell me about him. Where’d 


>? 


he come from She hurried the words out. She hadn’t 


meant to reproach him by exaggerating. She hadn't 
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really meant to exaggerate at all, only it sometimes 
it 


seemed as if you could bear the wa ing better if you 
could just pretend that things happened faster. 

“The clinic again.” [lis voice had a mock despair 
that wasn’t all mock. ‘‘ Another two-bucker who wants 
to feel self-respecting. Not that | hold that against 


” 


. 1 , I 
them. I wish more did. Only it’s not much money. 
*“*Maybe not,” 


around the lambs’ kidneys they were having for supper 


she said, as she peeled the suet from 


’ 


and put it in a pan over the fire to melt. She tried to 
sound as if two dollars was the bigs est fee in the world, 
*“But think what it means that they want to come to 


Wi ohas 


you. Your bedside manner must be terrific, 
him tenderly. 

**Not too terrific. The y’re assigned at the clinic. I’m 
the only doctor they ever see. Anyway,” he dismissed 
“we have to have the place offic ial looking 


the subject, 
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That style of conversation. All right! I can talk that 
way. Nothing to be upset about. Just take it easy. | 
got on all right with those people at Jake Cowling’s. 
Important people. I can handle this. Take it easy! 
Don’t try so hard, 

**Father, this is Rex!” 

She said it so proudly. I’ve got to cope with this. 
I’ve got to make a good impression. 

“How d’you do?” John Bonnell said, holding out his 


hand. A big lean man in grey flannels, and a shabby 
grey belted jacket. He offered Rex a cigarette, and lit 


one himself; he sat down in a leather armchair, amicable 
and casual. He didn’t even try to talk, and his silence 
was disturbing. He was a partner in a firm of 
accountants; Rex had Jooked up the business. It 
wasn’t anything much. 
I’ve met 


had a good rating, but it 
Bonnell made a decent living, that was all. 
really big men at Jake Cowling’s, Rex thought. | 
could talk to them. 

And now, in this suburban sitting room he was so 
uneasy and troubled. It’s because I love Alison so, he 
thought. I want this to be right. | want to make a good 
impression... 

“It’s too bad your car wasn’t ready today, Rex,’ 
Alison said, trying to help him out. 

“Yes,” he said. ‘Perfect weather for driving.” 

“What make of car?” Bonnell asked him. 

‘Nineteen Forty Whitehall, sir,”’ said Rex. 

“T hear the new models are good,” said Bonnell, in 


his caual, quiet way. 

““T was out in one of them a few weeks ago,” Rex 
said. “‘With Cowling.” 

“That wouldn’t be Jake Cowling, would it?” asked 
Bonnell. 


“Yes, sir,” Rex answered. He wished to heaven he 








hadn’t mentioned Cowling. It was a mistake, a 
big mistake. 

‘But isn’t he the one—” Mrs. Bonnell began, and 
checked herself, 

“You mean that investigation?” said Rex. “That 
was a frame-up. Frederickson and his gang had it in 
for Jake. He was getting on too well to suit them.” 

“Cowling is lucky,” said Bonnell. 

“It wasn’t luck, sir,” Rex said. ‘‘Cowling didn’t 
break any laws. He came out of that thing absolutely 
cleared.” 

Nobody said a word, It’s obvious how they feel about 
Jake. A lot of people feel that way. Some of the 
newspapers lit into him, And he showed me some of the 
letters he got calling him every rotten name you could 
think of, 

The muscles in Rex’s thin face tightened. 

**Jake Cowling’s a remarkable man,” he said. “] 
mean, even apart from finance. He’s a sportsman, In 
every sense of the word.” He paused a moment. “| 
admire him a lot,” he said. 

There was a complete silence. All right! Rex 
thought. I’m sunk. But I had to say that. He glanced 
at Alison; her head was turned toward the window, and 
on her face was a troubled, thoughtful look. I’m 
sorry, he thought. But what can you do? 

“Well,” said Bonnell. ‘It seems to be twelve-thirty 
D’you want to 


time for me to get the ice cream. 
come along, Rex?” 
“Thank you!” said Rex. 
{ know what the idea is. 
moral lecture. About Jake. I know Jake isn’t any saint. 
He’s sailed pretty close to the wind in some of his 
deals. But even at that 


hypocritical, smug nobodies 


I don’t want to go along. 
There’s going to be a little 


he’s worth a dozen of the 


who criticize him. I 
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They were the wrong people — the 

people who shouldn't meet—brought 

here together around the bright little 
candles, 


\y xfs 
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don’t want to hear that. I certainly don’t want to go. 

But he had to go. As he rose, Alison turned. “Be 
seeing you, Rex!” she said with a smile. Trying to 
show him that she loved him,and didn’t care about this. 
But I know what it means to her, he thought. She was 
so happy before. They’ll like you, she said, Well, she 
was mistaken. They don’t like me, and they never 


could. I'll keep on trying, but it’s no use. I don’t 
belong in this setup. I don’t want to. It makes me 
sick, 


HE WENT out of the house with Bonnell, 

They reached the end of the street and turned into 
the boulevard. Now begin, and get it over with, Rex 
thought. You don’t think I’m good enough for Alison, 
Well, maybe you’re right but I’m not going to give her 
up. 

Bonnell began to talk about real estate and how 
Forest Park was developing. Just being polite, Rex 
thought. Just treating him like anyone else. Is that 
to show me that I haven’t any special rating? I wish 
he’d say something definite. Let him say he doesn’t 
want Alison to marry me, and give me a chance to say 
something. 

“*Here’s a new place,” said Bonnell. “But it seems 
to have the requisite kind of ice cream. Save us a trip 
to the village.”” He stopped the car before a forlorn- 
looking building standing in the midst of vacant lots. 
Tobacco. Candy. Tobey’s Dairy—Pure Ice Cream. 
Bonnell got out and Rex waited in the car. Alison and 
I won’t have this kind of life, he thought. I’Il give her 
something better than this. 

Bonnell came out with a little paper bag, and got 
into the car. “Now we’ll—‘he began, when a boy in a 


white jacket came hurrying out Continued on page 40 





12 


~ 


EX awoke with a start, and looked at his watch. 
R Seven-thirty. It’s Sunday, he told himself. | 

can take it easy. He lay still, but it was a rigid 
stillness; in a moment he jumped out of bed. No use, 
he thought. I’m not sleepy. I might as well get some 
breakfast. 

He went into the ghastly little green bathroom and 
took a cold shower. He began to dress in a hurry. 
Hey! Nothing to hurry about, he told himself. My 
train doesn’t leave until eleven. I wish I didn’t have 
to go. But if you want to marry a girl, you haveto go 
and see her people, let them look you over and ask 
questions, All right! There’s nothing wrong with me. 

He looked at himself in the mirror. Nothing wrong 
with his looks, a tall boy, fair-haired. He had grown a 
little thin lately, but he was healthy, hard as nails. 
Good background, good prep school, two years at 
college. Nothing the matter with me. 

And your financial position, young man? 

All this week he had been holding imaginary inter- 
views with Alison’s father, and answering that question. 
My prospects are good, darn good. I'll get on, all 
right 

But your financial position, here and now? 

Thirty-two a week, and not a nickel in the bank. 
Well, what of it? I’m young. Twenty-four today. | 
might get a letter from Aunt Eva, and a cheque for 
five bucks... The future looks good enough. This 
deal will go through. I know that. But if I could have 
waited until it was settled before | went out there to 
see Alison’s people... 

Of course I couldn’t hear from Jake today, he 
thought. He'll be out of town, at his place in the 
country. Jake had asked him out there one Sunday a 
few weeks ago; he remembered that now with a sort 
of wonder. They had had cocktails on a terrace that 
overlooked the water, dazzling gold in the light of the 
setting sun. Two menservants had moved about 
quietly with trays. There had been interesting, 
sophisticated people. Alison and he were going to 
have things that way one of these days. 


HE KNOTTED his tie, a three-dollar tie. Things like 
that are important. His dark suit fitted perfectly, his 
shirt, his shoes, everything was just right. He went 
down in the elevator to the lobby of the hotel; pretty 
depressing place, dingy and old-fashioned But it was 
a good neighborhood, and that counts. I couldn’t 
possibly hear from Jake today, he told himself again. 
No mail. I guess Aunt Eva forgot my birthday. Well, 
after all, a five-dollar cheque wouldn’t matter much, 
one way or the other. 

He went around the corner to a cafeteria. Take it 
easy, Jake had told him on Thursday. Things like this 
take time. We've got this lawyer working on the 
thing now. Legal angle. We don’t want any hitch. 
Are you hard up for cash? Jake had asked him. If 
fifteen or twenty dollars would do you any good? No? 
Well, any time you need some cash, let me know. 
Jake was like that. A prince. 

Alison would like him, he thought. And he’d like 
her. She gets on with everyone. She’s so friendly, and 
so sweet. I’ve got to make a good impression on her 
people. It means a lot to her. Only, if this deal was 
settled, I could do better. I’d feel different. And if 
1er father asks me about the deal? Well, I can’t tell 
him, that’s all, It’s confidential. It’s—well, all right. 
If I didn’t need this money so much I might fight shy 
of it. It’s perfectly legal and all that. But it’s—well, 
it’s the sort of thing Dad wouldn’t have liked. Not 
exactly crooked, but... 1 suppose you could call it 
shady. 

He went back to the hotel. Any messages? No 
messages. He sat down in the lobby, to read the 
newspaper, but he could not keep his mind on it. 
We'll start you with a drawing account of seventy-five 
a week, Jake had said. But you can double, might 
treble that. This thing’s a little gold mine. 

He gave up the newspaper and leaned back, smoking. 
If I could have had this day alone with Alison, he 
thought It makes you happy, just to be with her. 
She’s so sweet. She herself was so happy, never minding 
if things didn’t go right, not caring if there was an 
interminable line outside the box-office, or if the waiter 
brought the wrong order, or if it were raining, or too 
not, or too cold. That does things to me, he thought. 
Makes me ashamed to be irritable. When this deal is 
settled, when we can get married, I’ll be different. 
ltl try to be different, 
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Elisabeth Sanxay Holding tells of a young man all 


set for a comfortably crooked deal, when a birthday 
cake, of all things! changed his mind—and his life 


I couldn’t hear from Jake today, he thought. 
Probably not tomorrow either. But when at last it was 
time to go, he stopped again at the desk. “In case 
anybody wants to get in touch with me—"he said, and 
wrote down Alison’s address and telephone number. 


WHEN THE train arrived at Forest Park station 
Alison was on the platform waiting for him. You're 
so sweet! he thought. She was wearing a long-sleeved 
pink blouse and a black skirt, her light hair was blowing 
in the summer wind; she looked so happy, and so 
carefree. She wasn’t worried. “| know your deal will 
come through,” she had told him, and let it go at that. 

He ran down the steps of the train, and took her 
hand. ”You’re lovely ...” he said, 

She pulled her hand away, and put both arms 
around his neck, and hugged him tight, and knocked 
off his hat. 

“Oh, Rex!” she said, laughing. “I’m sorry! You 
look so grand and elegant.” 
He picked up his hat. 

“No dignity.” 

““Rex,” she said, “I’ve got a hideous little present, 
for your birthday. Only I didn’t have any money, and 
I wouldn’t have known what to get, anyhow.” She 
handed him a box, and he unwrapped and opened it. 
It was a white silk muffler. 

“That’s nice, Alison,” he said. “‘That’s darn nice.” 

“I thought you’d look very cute in it,” she said. 
“Very man-about-town.” 

They got into the little car and set off along the 
suburban roads lined with comfortable houses, each 
with its neat lawn. All so much alike. The people 
living in them all so much alike—-prosperous, respect- 
able, smug. I’m out of my element here, he thought. 


“What a girl!” he said. 
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‘Are you brooding now, darling?” asked Alison. 

“No,” he said. “Only I wish I knew what line to 
take with your people.” 

“Don’t take any line,” she said. “Just be yourself. 


” 


They’re awfully friendly, Rex,” She laid her hand 
against his cheek for an instant. “There’s nothing to 
worry about, Rex, dear,” she said. 

Oh, isn’t there? he thought. 

““Rex, even if this deal doesn’t come off... You're 
making thirty-two, and I get eighteen. We could get 
married on that, Rex. We could manage.” 

“We're not going to,” he said, 

“I wouldn’t care, Rex.” 

You don’t know, he thought. You’ve always been 
comfortable, you’ve always had anything you needed. 
We're not going to start out on any fifty dollars a 
week, and you going to work every day. You're going to 
have things. Everything. I can look after you. I’m 
not a fool. I must have what it takes, or a fellow like 
Jake Cowling wouldn’t bother with me. He’s a wizard. 
A sort of genius. If he’s willing to give me a break, 
I’m not so bad.... 

“I love you,” Alison said. ‘‘Here we are!” 

She stopped the car before a house, prosperous and 
comfortable. A maid let them in, smiling pleasantly. 
Alison smiled back at her. She was friendly, as she 
said her people were. Friendly and happy, and so 
sweet. He followed her into a living room, big and airy, 
comfortably furnished but somehow careless; no plan 
to it. 

“Mother, this is Rex!” 


MRS. BONNELL was a pretty woman, dark and 
slender, in a navy-blue dress. Nice, pleasant, suburban 
The country looks lovely now, doesn’t it? 


matron, 
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DERRY SHUT the library door. He said with a grin, 


“What else are you besides a fine little business head? 
Mr. Gorman seems impressed,” 

Susan went across to the safe. She said evenly, “I’m a 
good cook and | love the country.” 


“Is Mr. Gorman looking for 


>? 


a good cook who loves 


the country 


“*T think perhaps he ts. What do you want, Derry?” 
t I ‘ 

“Well,” he said comfortably, leaning against the 

edge of the big oak desk, “I think I’d like the same 


A good cook who loves the country and Is a good 
9 


thing. 
little business head. Why not 
“Out of the safe,” 
into the corner of her mouth. 
“Oh, out of the safe.”” He lit 
““Nothing. 
see if you’d go driving. There 
i blue cast to it, so | thought I'd try my luck 


Susan explained. A dimple came 


ac ware tte and blew out 


a cloud of smoke. ‘This is aruse. [ came to 


*s a very attractive moon. 
It has ; 
again.” 

Susan hesitated, her hand on the safe door, looking 


at him. “I’m atraid | can’t, Derry, can 1?” 


He held his cigarette out and watched the smok« 
curling from it. “Not any night, I’m afraid,” he said 
lightly. “I’ve called you five times in the past week, 


and it’s no go. Let’s have the straight goods for a 
Don’t you like me?” 


She leaned against the safe and looked down at her 


minute, Sue. 


fingers. There was a burn across the base of her thumb 
to Jean Morel’s hot skillet. 
a thousand years 
that 


glimpse into another way of living, an honest, hard- 


touched 


where she had 
That 


away. But it had not 


afternoon adventure seemed 


been wasted: somehow 


working, tangibl wavy ol living, had give n her a clarity 
of mind toward her own way, the way that made her so 
unhappy. Her own way wasn’t the only way in the 
world to live. It wasn’t something she had to endure, if 
she could stand off and look at it, find somewhere the 


courage to break away. 


“Don’t you like me, Sue?”’, he repeated hesitatingly. 
She lifted her head, “Yes, I think I like you, Derry. 
But I—I don’t like 
long time. I don’t like the situation very much.” 
After a minute he said, “‘ Daphne?” 


I’ve been wanting to say this for a 


“Ves.” 
He said harshly, “Don’t be silly. That was all over 
long ago.” 


Susan was silent. 


I say that?” 


“Don’t you believe me when 
“Tt might be true. But 


Sut what?” 


” 


She said, “Derry, 
Maybe you know 
You’ve known all 


What 


I’ve been more and more sure of for months and months, 


She came to a sudden decision. 
there’s something I have to know. 
You ought to know it. 
of us, mother and Daphne and me, for so long. 


the answei ° 


oh, almost ever since father died, is that somehow I’m 
they—well, it sounds ridiculous, but they 
don’t like me, Derry. They hate me. That’s the first 
time I’ve said it. It’s the first time I’ve really come to 
thinking it.” 

Derry looked at her. After a moment he said slowly, 
“T think you may be overstating the case. My own 
suggestion would be that your mother’s under a bit of a 


somehow 


strain. Speaking as the family lawyer, I know that she 
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hadn’t been finding your father’s allowance adequate. 
But the willis very rigid and she hasn’t been able to get 
an extra penny, won't be able to until your birthday. | 
imagine she’s got a lot of outstanding debts; she’s living 
under a strain.” 

Susan took a long breath. “I’ve thought of that, too. 
[ imagine you’re right about the debts. But it isn’t as if 
If that were the whole 
story, she’d be angry at Daphne as well as at me. But it 
It’s the two of them, mother and 
trying to do something 


[ were getting her into debt. 


isn't that way at all. 
Daphne, against me. And . . 
with me. Manage me.” 

“Sue. 

Derry was smiling at her. He said, ‘“‘ Maybe this is as 
good a time as any to say what I’ve been trying to get a 
chance to say for a long time. I--well, maybe you’d 
know what you're like. Used to be a funny little kid 
with a snub nose and pigtails and bands on your teeth.” 
He came across to her and caught her hands lightly. 
“I'd like you to marry me, Sue, will you? 

His eyes held hers, warm, compelling. But after a 
little she shook her head, not at him, at the muddle in 
her own mind, 

“Don’t you care anything about me, Sue?” 

“It isn’t that,” she said. “I can’t even get that far in 
Continued on page 42 


my mind. I wish I could x 


ming away from the luxuries ol her own lite, 


ontronted with the dramatics of anew world 


Ilustrated by Fy Rubin 


He glared at her coldly. 
“This man needs help. So 
you'd better get busy!” 
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~ Driving alone in the country, SUSAN VAN 
WYCK fs thinking of other things than the 
road abead and, swerving to avoid a cart laden 
down with bay, sbe almost collides with a car 


driven by JIM HATHAWAY. No serious 
lamage ‘is done and Jim and bis fiancée, 
MARIAN PARSONS, resume their journey. 
Jim is an ambitious young doctor, and bas 
been engaged to Marian for six years. 

On ber way bome Susan stops at a little place 
named Cedarvale for something to eat. She finds 
the proprietor of the restaurant, a good-natured 
fellow called JEAN MOREL, is finding it bard 
to cope with all the business of the day, consider- 
ing that bis wife bas just presented him with 
twins. Susan listens to bis troubles sympatheti- 
cally and goes out to the kitchen with bim to 
watch bim in action. He is a really good chef, 
and when Susan helps bim with bis tasks be sees 
that she takes a more than casual interest in 
the finer points of cooking. 

Susan lives with her mother and _ sister, 
DAPHNE, who is eight years older than she is. 
Mr. Van Wyck had been a wealthy man. His 
will, specified that when sbe reached ber twenty- 
first birthday—now not far off—Susan was to 
inberit bis money. Susan and her father bad 
been “great friends,” and ber outlook on life is 
somewhat different from that of ber mother and 
sister, Mrs. Van Wyck hopes to make a good 
match for Susan, which is probably the reason a 
certain BILL GORMAN is a dinner guest 
when Susan eventually arrives home from ber 
drive. 


HEY WERE in the drawing-room later, 
having coffee, when Derry came in. 
Derry’s coming, just at this time, was 
very awkward. Derry Westover was the 
youngest member of the law firm which 
handled the Van Wyck interests. He was 
handsome and very charming. For years, 
really until the last year or two, Daphne had 
seemed to be in love with him, and Derry with 
her. They hadn’t married, and that was 
strange; because they had been inseparable. 
What had happened, Susan didn’t know; 
but for a long time now Derry’s attentions had 
been conferred upon her, not Daphne. At 
first she hadn’t quite realized this, but gradu- 
ally she knew and she wasn’t happy about it. 
It seemed to her that this must be the basis 


II SER MOTE 


of Daphne’s growing resentment against her. 
But there was a keystone missing in this 
puzzle, too. 

“| hope I’m not intruding,” Derry said, 
standing in the doorway. There was an old 
familiar twinkle in his brown eye, and the little 
amused sardonic twist at the corner of his 
mouth as he spoke to Mrs. Van Wyck. 

*“*My dear Derry, you could never intrude in 
this house,” she said quickly. “‘Do have some 
coffee, won’t you? Simmons. . .” 

Derry settled into his chair as if he had 
nothing to do and might intend to spend the 
whole evening here. Mrs. Van Wyck was 
uneasy; Daphne began to get a faint color in 
her cheeks under the careful pallid make-up. 
She sat quiet, saying very little, but the color 
was there; and watching her with the new 
detachment that had come to her today, 
Susan knew that Daphne was unhappy, her 
mother frightened, and Derry deliberately 
baiting them both. 

He did not intend to stay the evening. When 
he had amused himself sufficiently with mak- 
ing them think so, he got up in his graceful 
leisurely way and said, “I can’t stay, I’m 
afraid, pleasant as this is. Will you forgive me, 
Mrs. Van Wyck, if I ask Susan to get me some 
papers from her father’s safe?” 

Mrs. Van Wyck said slowly, her eyes on his 
face, “Papers, Derry? I thought you had 
everything down at the office.” 

“Not everything,” he said, smiling down at 
her. “‘There are a great many details to be 
settled, you remember, and we must be sure 
of all the points. D’you mind, Sue?” 

Her mother said sharply, ‘“‘Go along, then, 
Susan, if Derry wants something.” 

Susan went out obediently. As she preceded 
Derry down the hall, she heard her mother 
say, “Derry is the family lawyer, you see, Mr. 
Gorman, and Susan has always been the 
member of the family who kept her father’s 
books and papers in order. So we must excuse 
her for the moment.” 

Bill Gorman said heartily, “Oh, sure. Say, 
quite a little girl, that, eh? So she’s a good 
business head too?” 

And as Susan preceded Derry into the 
library, she heard her mother say wearily, “Oh, 
a fine little business head, yes, indeed, her 
father always said so,” 
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CREAM OF MUSHROOM the new 


soup that millions are glad they tried. It 
has a magic way of winning friends and 
influencing meal-plans. It’s rich with fresh 
cream and the flavor of young mushrooms. 





Mas, 
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SCOTCH BROTH Good appetites first. 
find delight, then satisfaction in this thick” 
and hefty ate ee barle: see 
. ing vegetables — every a - would 


Te 


CHICKEN GUMBO Here is a sample 


of fine old .Southern cookery—a ‘ 
delightful, off-the-beaten-path soup of 
tender green okra, luscious tomatoes and 
t chicken in a spryly seasoned chicken stock. 
J 





ASPARAGUS SOUP tn dune, when 
asparagus is green and luscious, that’s when _ 
Campbell’s put up their superb asparagus — 
soup. They seal the fleeting springtime flavor 
in, with the smooth purée and r tips, 
for you to enjoy any time. Today, perhaps? 


CELERY SOUP Two kinds of enjoy- 


ment lie ahead of you! Add water to this 
one to make a delightful soup that brims 
with the flavor of fresh celery. Or add 
milk to make a rich, smooth cream of celery. 

















BEEF SOUP Lady, are you keeping some- 
thing from your husband? Or have you 
served him this brown beef soup of 
Campbell's? Man-style, it has vay Bad  ™, 
vegetables and plenty of pieces of good beef. 

Lady, you'd better set it squarely before him. 

















“VEGETABLE SOUP is a standby at our 
house. That and tomato soup it seems I 
just can’t serve too often to please Bill 


and the children. 


“But we’re going to do some exploring. I’ve 
stocked half a shelf with Campbell's Soups 
we've never tried till now. It stands to rea- 
son that if we like the way the Campbell 
people make our old favorite soups, then 
we'll like these others. We're starting today 


—with Campbell’s Cream of Mushroom.” \ ¢ 






: 21 KINDS TO CHOOSE FROM ... asparaaus + BEAN WITH BACON + BEEF ¢ BOUILLON + CELFRY + CHICKEN 
WITH RICE +» CHICKEN GUMBO + CHICKEN NOODLE « CLAM CHOWDER + CONSOMME «+ JULIENNE + MOCK TURTLI 
MULLIGATAWNY «¢ CREAM OF MUSHROOM + OX TAIL « PEA « PEPPER POT « SCOTCH BROTH « TOMATO « VEGE TABLE ¢ VEGETABLE-BEEF 


MADE IN CAMPBELL’S MODERN KITCHENS AT NEW TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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In Knitting Comforts for English Women in the Services 


WILL YOU knit for the courageous women of 


England? An urgent call for help in making 
woollen comforts for them has been sent out 
to the women of Canada, by the Women’s War 
Work Committee of the Canadian Red Cross. 

The women of the Auxiliary Territorial 
Services are standing side by side with the 
men of the fighting forces. They are on duty 
every day and night. They stand on Britain’s 
coasts as “observers” in all kinds of weather, 
They are working as cooks, orderlies, fire- 
fighters, clerks, truck and ambulance drivers. 

They often live under canvas, or in empty 
requisitioned houses. They are given army 
uniforms and the regular army issue. But 
they too, need knitted wool comforts—and 
need them desperately. At the end of a heavy 


day many of them sink wearily down on a 


wooden bench. They have no time to shop. 
No chance to keep themselves supplied with 
warm comforts. 

Will you help? The call is for long stockings, 
sockees, knee-length socks, combinations, 
woollen knickers, leather driving gloves and 
woollen gloves, helmets, scarves, pullovers 
and cardigans; small pillows, hot water bottles 
and covers, bags for soiled linen, comfort bags, 
bed socks, rugs and afghans, toilet necessities 
and other more personal comforts. WE WILL 
SEND CANADIAN RED CROSS. 
DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING ALL THESE 
GARMENTS ON REQUEST. WRITE TO 
KNITTING EDITOR, CHATELAINE, 481 
UNIVERSITY AVE., TORONTO. 
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Jt Jan't a Gift! i 





paper, try grey ribbons. Give copper 
metallic or dull henna-toned paper a 
whirl this Christmas. Use orchid paper 
with tartan-striped ribbons containing 


that shade. 
Show Window 


PRESENTS FOR the whole family can 
be “dramatized” without much trouble 
by setting them out as in a showcase 
illuminated by Christmas tree lights. 
You need a light packing case, or a set 
all the same size. 
Cover these with crepe paper in some 


of cardboard boxes 


gay color, allowing the paper to extend 
over the open sides of the boxes to frame 
the apertures attractively. Under cover 
of this paper frill, fix “footlights’’ to 
shine upon your gifts when you arrange 
them in the showcase. Tinfoil can be 
used to concentrate the light inside the 
box. Imagine how thrilled young Dick 
would be to see his toy service station 
ablaze with light on Christmas morning! 
Ordinary electric light bulbs can be 
turned into miniature floodlights by 
fixing black paper hoods around them. 
Every present looks more important 
when displayed in this way. Set little 
scenes, getting your ideas from store 
windows. Have tiny red Santa Clauses 
climbing about on Dad’s dressing gown. 
Surround a doll with tiny trees or snow 


men. 


Awkward Shapes 
PRESENTS OF awkward shapes can 


be dealt with in different ways. If they 
are small and likely to get lost in the 
shuffle, disguise them as paper crackers. 
Wrap them in plenty of tissue paper, 
push them inside a roll of bright metallic 
paper, and put this inside a longer roll 
of transparent paper of the same shade. 
Tie tightly some distance from the end 
with contrasting ribbons. Odd-shaped 
gifts of larger sizes can be placed in the 
centre of a square of stout paper in some 
gay color. Draw up the corners and tie 
the whole thing around the “neck” 
with ribbon. Fluff out the corners. 
Don’t 
make a neat rectangle of any gift that 
curves. On the 


waste precious time trying to 


seems all angles or 
Christmas tree, tiny gifts can be hung in 
gav cones of colored paper, each topped 


by a Santa. 


Use Flowers 
FLOWERS, artificial or real, can be 


make your gift wrappings 
A spray of poinsettias laid 


used to 
original, 
across the top of a silver-wrapped pack- 
age can be held in place by silver or red 
satin ribbon. Tuck a posy of clover 
blossoms to tone, under clover-colored 
ribbons which tie up a parcel wrapped in 
grey Let red geraniums with 
plenty of green leaves nestle atop a 


paper. 


present wrapped in a lighter green paper 
and tied with ribbons of both shades. 
Tiger lilies look exciting against gold 
paper and brown velvet ribbons. Gar- 
denias made up into a spray for Christ- 
mas night wear, contrast well with red 
metallic wrappings, when laid on top ol 
a larger gift. For a dainty young girl, a 
miniature Victorian posy she can wear 
on her lapel makes an attractive finish 
for a present wrapped in paper patterned 
hoop-skirted their 


with ladies and 


swains. 


From the Garden 
BERRIES AND leaves gathe red in the 


garden make attractive decorations, and 


look particularly effective against copper 
or gold paper. Lay long sprays of holly, 
mistletoe, or pine branches across from 
corner to corner and hold in place with 
ribbon, Pine cones and leaves can be 
colored or silvered according to your 
own fancy. Busy people can buy them 
in the stores already tinted. 

To this plunder from the garden you 
can add bells, tiny candles, miniature 
wreaths, stars, or what you will. 

Silvered ferns look attractive, ar- 
ranged lavishly among silver bows on 
top of a green-wrapped parcel. 
Without Bows 
IF YOU object to tying bows, or find 
your fingers all thumbs when this part 
of the business confronts you, just omit 
them. There are plenty of other ways 
you can decorate your gifts without 
them. Let a Milky Way of star stickers 
of all colors trail around presents 
wrapped in silver paper, holding the ends 
in place as well as brightening the 
package. Silver seals—candles, ‘Do 
Not Open Until December 25” stickers, 
reindeer, etc.—can perform the same 
service on watermelon pink paper. Let 
“Jingle Bells” stickers ring a chime 
around red- or blue-wrapped_ parcels. 
Narrow ribbon banded round a parcel, 
three times in two directions, every 
loop being separate and sewn at the 
back with a deft stitch or two, makes a 
tailored effect. Around a gold package, 
silver ribbon can be fixed in separate 
lengths until it forms a close network— 
if you have enough patience. 

Or keep the ribbon banding to one 
side of the parcel, using grey ribbon on a 
blue paper. Tuck long thin candles 
under the ribbons at right 
s them with flames made of 


£ 
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angles, 
proy idin 
metallic paper in blue or red. 

Two Kinds of Paper 

ARTISTIC EFFECTS can be created 
with a little extra trouble by using two 
different kinds of paper to wrap up your 
parcels, Use ruler, scissors and paste to 
make a workmanlike job of cutting the 
paper to fit. Any bulges or crooked lines 
will ruin the whole effect. A package 
half red, half blue looks well tied up 
with silver ribbon; two shades of orchid 
are effective with light blue ribbon, and 
very snazzy with an orchid tucked under 
the bow; a blue and silver scheme is 
good, with one half of the paper plain 
blue and the other half with blue stars on 
a silver ground, all tied up with blue 
velvet ribbon; or white paper, tartan 
stripe with cerise and silver, can be 
matched with cerise paper dotted with 
silver snowflakes, a cerise bow hiding 
the join, 


Unusual Materials 

OUT-OF-THE-ORDINARY materials 
make for originality in Christmas gift 
Wrapping. Instead of ribbons, use rubber 
bands of many colors around parcels 
wrapped in paper of one solid color, 
Try wallpaper with bright patterns, 
and tie around it ribbons to match one 
of the colors. Silk handkerchiefs tied 
corner to corner like an old-fashioned 
bundle of laundry are novel. Chamois 
made to look like 
heavy lace, is unusual, too, Drinking 
straws tied in the middle make a chou 
quickly enough if you have no ribbon. 
Use a hank of silk or wool tied loosely 
around and knotted to allow the ends 


leather, or paper 


to spread out fanwise. Choux of paper 
streamers can be striking in a good color 


' 
color scheme. 
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Christmas boxes by Eaton’s Gift-Wrap. 


VER SINCE the children were very small, the 

Halls have let them have the fun of wrapping 

their own gifts. They know how much it adds to 
their understanding of what Christmas really means, 
when they are allowed to take part in as many of its 
pleasures as possible. So you see young Dick, at a tense 
moment in the wrapping of his bulky, bunchy secret for 
his father. 

Marion and Richard give as much thought and 
time to the wrapping of their gifts, as they do to the 
decoration of the tree, or the house. They know it adds 
immeasurably to the fun of preparation, and that each 
gift, wrapped with distinction and originality, takes 
with it a subtle compliment. 

Here are scores of new ideas for giving your gifts, 
however small, a new delight. Why not try some of 
them? 
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FAMILY PORTRAIT—-Scene 2: Wrapped to 
a standstill! Here’s Dick applying the 
ninety-third sticker to Dad’s present. Maybe 
it hasn't a very high elegance-rating com- 
pared to those Mother wrapped, but no one 
is going to hurt his feelings by saying so. 


TIE A MINIATURE replica of your gift on the outside 
of the package for an unusual effect. For instance, if 
you are giving grandad some new slippers, wrap up the 
box in red paper and tie silver ribbon round it. Exactly 
in the middle of the upper side pose a tailored silver 
bow— it’s better made separately and sewn on afterward 

with three graded loops each side. In the centre of 
the bow fix a pair of those amusing little wooden shoes 


made for the lapels of sports suits. For a child’s present 
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which has anything at all to do with animals ( 
“é . ” . 
animal paper for wrapping. Let your ribbon pick up 
one of the colors in the animal pictures on the pap« 
and tie it across the corners, in rosette bows. To one of 


the bows tether tiny animals sold in every toy depart 


‘ 


ment, 


Color Schemes 


YOU CAN make your presents stand out by using 


original color schemes instead of the more usual red, 
blue, green, silver and gold. Try wrapping all vou 
presents in lilac- or primrose-colored paper and tyir 

them round with white net, frothing out into a chou 
on top. Dot the chou with colored stars or seals. Try 
the effect of multicolored narrow ribbons on black o1 


navy blue paper, [ se wine ribbons al d seals on jad 


paper. With turquoise Continued on page 19 
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Make it the BIG sift this Christmas 


You'll want one outstanding gift for somebody. How about 
home movies? What a world of joy and satisfaction in making 
them, in showing them. 

Ciné-Kodak Eight, the “economy movie maker,” gives 
you a complete movie scene for ten cents or less. A scene runs 
as long on your screen as the average newsreel shot, and 
the Eight makes 20 to 30 such scenes on a roll of black-and- 
white film costing only $2.50, finished, ready to show. Full- 
color Kodachrome movies cost only a few cents more a scene. 

1e@ From Ciné-Kodak Eight, Model 20(illustrated ), at $39.50, 
to the superb new Magazine Ciné-Kodak Eight at $115, the 
“Eight,” as made by Eastman, is a beautiful, dependable, 


long-lived movie camera anyone will own with pride. See 


Ciné-Kodak Eight at your dealer’s now. 


In Canada EASTMAN and KODAK are the registered trade 


marks and sole property of Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto. 
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(. iehciein 
Medical Advice 


2 
> 


“That's the same kind of stomach 
trouble my husband had—why don't 
you do what his doctor advised, ..?” 


“Anne’s headaches were just like 
that, too—IU'll tell you what Grace 
should do for hers. :.” 


“It cleared up Johnny's throat in no 
time—I'm sure it will help Jimmy...” 


How easy it is to get friendly, 
well-meant health advice! It is 
generously and sincerely offered 
over the lunchean table, the tea 
tray, the telephone, or on the 
street corner. 


But how dangerous it can be! 


For one person’s stomach upset 
may result from over-eating . . . but 
another’s from gastric ulcer. A 
headache may be due to eyestrain 
...or to sinus infection . . . or even 
to brain tumor. And while one 
youngster’s sore throat may be 
ordinary tonsillitis . . . the next 
can be a deep-seated abscess... or 
the start of diphtheria. 


> And the danger of diagnosis by 
uninformed, unqualified advisors 
doesn’t stop there. Frequently 
people with the same complaint 
should be treated differently. Liter- 
ally, one man’s medicine may be 





another man’s poison. One of the 
world’s leading medical authorities 
says that each case of sickness 
should be considered as unlike any 
other. 


Then ... what zs the right thing, 
the safest thing to do when trouble 
comes? 


Get your advice from a physician! 


His years of training and experi- 
ence fit him better than anyone 
else to determine just what is 
wrong and what is the right treat- 
ment for you. It is unjust to put 
your druggist on the spot—don’t 
ask him to act as your family 
physician. Get a doctor’s advice 
early—for most of the common ail- 
ments known to man respond to 
treatment more promptly and more 
successfully when caught at the 
outset. 


Remember—good intentions 
alone have caused too many trage- 
dies. With good professional advice 
available, why take any chances 
with the kindliest of amateur 
‘“‘medical” advice? 


Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 


(A MUTUAL 


COMPANY) 


NEW YORK 


FREDERICK H. ECKER 
Chairman of the Board 


LEROY A. LINCOLN 


President 


CANADIAN HEAD OFFICE—OTTAWA 
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Succesd Slory ¢¢ Continued from page I! 





words became a derisive chant, and she 
drifted off to sleep and woke to the same 
sense of futility as she heard Ted moving 
around the living room with the vacuum 
cleaner. 

“What’ll we have for dinner?” he said 
when he brought her tray a little later. 
‘*Hamburg steak? I'll bet I can cook 
hamburg steak like nobody’s business!” 

She burst out laughing. 

“If you don’t think I could get a job 
doing housework, just see the living 
room. Now here’s the radio and here 
are some magazines, and if I find you’ve 
stirred when I come home [’Il put you in 
handcuffs. It’s a swell day,” he added, 
“to start the last day of the first year of 
my struggle for existence.”” And he 
kissed her, which wasn’t like him. 

It was pretty awful just lying there 
doing nothing, especially with her mind 
aching worse than her hand. When the 
doorbell rang after awhile, she got up 
and let in the boy with the groceries, 
and unpacked them with one hand. 
She made an awkward one-handed 
attempt at making sandwiches for 
lunch, but had to give it up. It seemed 
like the day after tomorrow when Ted 
came home at noon, 

He chuckled at the crumbled bread 
in the kitchen. “Good thing I forgot 
the handcuffs,” he said while he fixed 
scrambled eggs for them both. “You 
should have concealed the body better.” 
But it was rather an absent chuckle, 
and he was silent after that. 

“IT met Mrs. Gibson from upstairs, as I 
came in,” he said when they had almost 
finished. “‘Mr. Gibson has a cold, and 
she wants me to come up and see him. 
You know, Katie, if a guy saw only one 
patient a day and they all paid cash, 
that would be about a thousand dollars. 
lord, you could make a 
lot of money if you could only find the 


If he saw three 
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FOR A GIRL Slippers 
Musical Paint besk S 
instruments Puppy 
Doll 


Doll's furniture 


Cooking utensils Novelty soaps 


Toy typewriter Snow wut 
Sewing material China dishes 
Muff Skates 


Books Dressing gown 


FOR A BOY 
Gym apparatus 
Stamp album, 
Printing sets ) 
Baseball and bat 
Model airplane 


Wagon 


YY Games 


Brush and comb set 


Roller skates 
Meccano sets 
Elebiric train 
Globes and maps 


patients. The trouble with this town is 
the older doctors live too long.” 

“You're getting them just the same,” 
she reminded him. ‘“That’s two new 
ones in twenty-four hours.” 

“Yeah,” he said thoughtfully. “I'd 
better get ’em, Katie. Landenning told 
me this morning they’d have to cut my 
fellowship in half beginning next month. 
He said | was doing a good job, he was 
very nice and flattering about that, but 
the money just isn’t there any more 
bum investments and all.”” He shrugged. 
“Tl keep right on with my cats, of 
course. I can’t just drop the problem. 
It’s going too well, and | I guess I love 
it too much. Besides,” 
again, “what else could | do with my 


he shrugged 


time that paid better? 

“Murphy told me yesterday about a 
fellow we went to medical school with 
who’s selling shoes in Hambel’s base- 
ment, and you can just about always 
get board and keep for self and wife as 
resident in a mental hospital, so I doubt 
if we'll starve, but we won’t look into 
those possibilities for awhile yet.”” He 
brushed her good hand lightly as he got 
up. “I hope Mr. Gibson has a real cold. 
Keep that hand still, now. I'll put the 
dishes tn the sink and do them when | 
come back—during office hours.” He 
It was full of satire, but still 
oddly without bitterness. 


grinned, 


SHE KEPT seeing that grin after he 
had gone. The fellowship cut in half 
and two dollars last month from private 
patients. It would just about break Ted 
in two if he had to give up his research 
and his plans for a special sort of prac- 
tice in endocrinology. And he joked 
about doing the dishes while she just sat 
there. Maybe she ought to try to get a 
job again. There hadn’t seemed to be 

Continue 


d on page 22 





Magic lantern 
Bow and arrow 
Tool chest 
Sleigh 
Windbreaker 
Flashlight 
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Quality Built to Give Years of Faithful Servic 


Easiest thing in the world to see, is that this new Buick has all the style, room and comfort you eT 
in your new car for 1941. @ But isn’t performance the thing you're most interested in? Slick, reliable 
performance that stems from a husky engine uncluttered by involved devices and gadgets? q The new 
Buick FIREBALL straight-eight is that kind of engine — and along with its companion feature, Compound 
ees miae aa ee le Um rl a eee ee Lo es ee 
so much. power that at 40 you use only 13.3% of the power at your command — such abundant power 
that you don’t have to shift gears so often — such thrifty power Tiel’ your miles per gallon go up as 
much as 10% to 15%. @ Ask your Buick dealer why it is to your advantage to obtain your new Buick now. 
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DiviDg A $5. Ace 
A THRILLING GIFTS / 


There are thousands of gift-minded folks 
throughout Canada who’ll welcome this happy 
suggestion. Thrifty and inexpensive—Yes! But 
what marvels of flashlight beauty, efficiency and 
usefulness. Put them on your list today. 


Striking in copper and 
black this “Eveready” 
2-cell Flashlight $1. 
“Eveready”? Automatic 
Spotlight in black with 
chromium trim $1.50 
oe ee Laps Soest 
potli —sturdy 
dependable . . $1.15 
Attractive ‘*Eveready”’ 
Floodlight finished in 
glistening black and 
chrome ... $1.35 
All prices include two 
“Roeready” fresh, 
dated Batteries. 


CANADIAN NATIONAL 
CARBON COMPANY 
LIMITED 


TORONTO 
Winnipeg 
Vancouver 


Halifax 
Montreal 
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| any but fourteen-dollar-a-week clerking 
| jobs when she looked around a year ago, 
| and Ted had said she was worth more 
| than that as a receptionist and secretary 
to him. But she didn’t seem to be. 

In a blind effort to do something 
constructive, she got up and wandered 
into the kitchen. She ought at least to be 
able to wash dishes with one hand. She 
turned the water on and began laying 
the dishes in the sink, then rubbing 
them with the dish mop. The egg stuck 
and the plates kept slipping as she 
rubbed, The burned hand hurt worse 
hanging down, but at least I can do this 
much, she thought, and went ahead 
scrubbing the dishes, then putting the 
mop down to turn them over, then 
scrubbing again, and finally putting 
them in the wire drainer. 

The glasses were harder. One slipped 
while she was trying to get the mop 
down to the bottom, and instinctively 
her Ieft hand went out to steady it, 
went out and under the hot water. She 
hadn’t realized that would hurt so much. 
She had to sit down a minute till it 
stopped, but then she wrapped a dish 
| towel around it to keep it from dripping 
' and went stubbornly ahead. She had 
almost finished when Ted came back. 
There were tears of pain in her eyes, but 
she turned triumphantly. 

“Katie, have you lost your mind?” 
| The triumph turned to fright when she 
| saw his accusing eyes on her wrapped 
hand, heard the anger in his voice. “Do 
| 
| 





you really want that burn to last a 
month? Do you want to be scarred for 
life?”” He was unwrapping the towel, 
taking off the wet bandage as he scolded, 
And it’s not fair, she thought defen- 
sively, to be so nasty. I was only trying 
to help. 

“What's the idea?” he was saying. 
“Do you want me to have to get a 
nurse in to watch you?” He was getting 
out fresh bandages, fresh ointment. 
““And_ besides,” he finished almost 
brutally, “it wouldn’t have taken me 
any longer to do the dishes myself than 
to redress this hand.” 

“*T just couldn’t stand it,” she said ina 
small voice, “sitting around watching 
you do all the work. I just couldn’t 
stand it, Ted. You 
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scrambled eggs with soy bean sauce, and 
fricasseed veal that tastes like chicken, 
and then all those kidney fat dishes. 
You’re a wonder child. Cent-Saving 
Snacks a Specialty. You ought to open a 
restaurant, or write a piece for the 
paper. Look, that’s an idea. You write a 
piece about all those things while that 
left hand is healing!” 

“The Fat of the Land, eh?” she said, 

“Marvellous. You sit right down this 
afternoon with a pencil and earn our 
next month’s rent. What good’s a wife 
if she’s not useful?” He was beaming 
with the success of his ruse, so she smiled 
again and said “All right.” 

And it was something to do, more 
bearable than listening to the radio or 
reading, or just sitting and thinking, 
and it would keep Ted from worrying 
about her. She read him what she had 
done that night, and he suggested that 
she cut out the mushrooms in sour 
cream because mushrooms weren’t often 
really cheap, and add instead that way 
of turning canned baked beans into 
homemade ones by adding brown sugar 
and vinegar and bacon strips and pop- 
ping in the oven. He was as serious 
about it as if it had been one of his own 
papers on the effect of hypophysectomy 
on depancreatized cats. It created quite 
an illusion of accomplishment. And 
this, she thought as she worked over 
the thing in the days that followed, as 
they talked over recipes and costs per 
person of evenings, this is why those 
contests advertisers are always running 
are so successful. No matter how bad 
things are, you can keep going if you 
can keep yourself amused with hopes. 

*‘How much do you think we'll get?” 
Her hand was well enough to type by 
now, and she was carrying the game out 
to the end, complete with return 
envelope. “A _ thousand dollars?” 

Ted was looking through a pile of 
magazines for a hopeful-looking address. 
He grinned. ‘Two thousand or we 
won't play.” 


IT WAS a relief to be back to doing 
things, but she was a little sorry in the 
next weeks that the game of Keeping 
Katie Cheerful was over, because it had 

kept Ted cheerful 


don’t realize how ‘ y too. He wasn’t 
much easier it is to eo gloomy or moody, 
do things than just , but silent, awfully 
sit round waiting.” ~ \ ea ee sient, as if his 
She could feel his SRO WS mind was full ot 
hands stiffen as ~~ or; Ya) ae \ thoughts he could 
they wrapped the ( WCDI)? StS not share. Life 
bandage. aa 7“ Pea went on as usual. 

“1 don’t know,” =! J : They went to 


he echoed, “I do 

keep busy at the lab and the clinics and 
inthe ward, But there are still the office 
hours. How do you think I feel, sitting 
around here for two hours a day just 
waiting?” 

“Ted,” was all she could think of to 
say, but it was almost a cry. It was the 
first time she had heard him sound 
bitter, 


HE FINISHED bandaging the hand. 
Then he got up and smiled down at her. 
The anger and bitterness were gone. 
“Now,” he said cheerfully, “I'll put a 
chair here in the doorway and you can 
tell me how to wash the spinach for 
dinner.” 
manner, she realized, and it was a good 


This was his professional 


manner, but she couldn’t respond to it. 

“Why can’t other people have spinach 
that’s edible, Katie?” 
snipping the ends of the crinkly green 


he was saying, 


“vy ’ P ° ° 
leaves. y ou re sort of a genius In your 


way — bright green spinach, and 


dinner at the 
Murphys’, that classmate of Ted’s who 
had seen the other classmate selling 
They met some other rising 
young doctors there, and they all talked 
about how busy they were and how slow 
collections were. And Katie smiled 
bitterly to herself as she smiled proudly 
to the other wives and said, because Ted 


shoes, 


wouldn’t, “Ted is simply rushed to 
death. I keep telling him he’ll have to 
cut down somewhere or he’ll be sick,” 
and wondered as she talked if the other 
wives were all lying as loyally as she. 
They had Landenning to dinner and 
along with him Colby and Swope, two of 
the important men at the medical 
school. and spent more on the dinner 
and the wine than they 
spent on their own food in two weeks. 
They had all been so nice to Ted, you 
just had to, and then, too, you couldn't 
get around the fact that it was from the 
rot the 


4 


would have 


older men that you patients 


‘¢ Continued on page 24 
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“ENROLLS” FOR 
BATHROOM SERVICE 





This 100% Canadian 
“= product—approved by 
NO daily use in thousands 
of Canadian homes—now comes to 
you in a new guise, the newest and 
most luxurious of Bathroom Tissues. 


\ 


re It’s Goop, because it’s 
WF Face-ELLe — double-thick, 
’ tightly rolled to fit modern, 


built-in bathroom fixtures, perforat 


™~ 


ed by a new process for quick, easy 
tearing-off—the last word in com- 
fort and efhciency—NANCY TISSUE. 
? makes NANCY TISSUE high 
‘ ly desirable for infants and 


children, or for any sensitive skin 


The Sortness of Face-Elle 


-especially those who have suf- 
fered from harsh, irritating toilet 
papers in the past. 


The Purity of Face-Elle, 
due to its abnormally low 
sulphur content (1 part in 
250,000), as shown by its white- 
ness, makes NANCY TISSUE a won- 


derful hygienic protection. 

*} The AssorBency of Face 
FZ Elle makes NANCY TIssu1 
N take up moisture instantly 

you can actually blot with it. Yet 
its double-sheets are amply strong. 





-D NANcy TISSUE is packaged 
KZ in 3-roll lots, each roll con 
. taining 800 single sheets 
It costs you no more than common 


toilet paper—3 rolls for 25 cents, 


2 rolls for 19 cents. Or by th 
case, $3.75—a saving of 25c on 


every 48 rolls 


TISSUE 
MADE BY 
NATIONAL CELLULOSE of CANADA | 
LIMITED 

1-21 CLOUSTON AVE., TORONTO, CANADA 

Your drug-store ca NANCY 

TISSUE. Or u ib ‘ 

the name SPURGEON TISSI m ( 
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« Maybe y would like t ONE samy I f 4 
' NANCY TISSUE. Then fill out this coupon, enc ' 
§ 10¢ for tag 1 handlir nd ll ' 
{ 1 one full-size roll, and a ‘ FREE 4 
" SAMPLE of FACE-ELLE Ti Handkerchief ' 
t th ked a plain, no-ident itl t | 
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doorway, turning the letters over idly. | 


One from a dress shop, probably inviting 
her patronage. The other from some 


magazine probably offering a special 


trial subscription. She looked at it 
casually, Magazines were always 
sending special offers of some. sort. 


Which would this be? Women’s Work. 
Women’s Worl, wasn’t that the 
one Ted had decided she wasn't 
that . ? Why maybe, oh, the idea 
was crazy, but what if . . . Her fingers 
tore at the envelope, 
““Dear Mrs. Banton: That was she, 
She could hardly hold the 
“We all like 


your entertaining series of articles so 


wasn’t it? 
page in her excitement. 


much hope you will write many 
more . . . enclosing cheque.” She stood 
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there looking at it disbelievingly. Little 
woman saves day. She could hear Ted’s 
Why, she had. Why, it was 
wonderful. It couldn’t be true, not 
about her, but it was. It was. 

Her feet were already turning back 
toward the apartment, to Ted. Her eyes 


voice. 


were wide with happy disbelief as she 
lifted the letter to see the watermarked 
green slip beneath. 

. three hundred . . . three 
dollars. Oh, it couldn’t be 


‘| hree : 


hundre<| 


that much! Three hundred. Suddenly 
she could hear Ted’s voice again, 


deliberately light, deliberately detached, 
as if he were standing right there beside 
her, Three hundred, well two 
ninetv-nine to be exact. And there was a 


lVatie, 


hard lump in her throat, a fierce sense of 


| suffocation in her breast. Three hundred 


| dollars for-a few silly recipes, for a few 


hours of distraction while she was sick. 


And Ted 


training, three hundred and sixtvy-tive 


seven years of study and 
days of working and waiting, and at the 


end—two ninety-nine. Oh, it wasn’t 
lair, 
Het feet were 


the 


slow ly 
| hat 


they 


he r 


door. 


taking 


toward apartment 


precious cheque, she’d earned it, 


needed t so badly, but how could she 


tell him? He would he marvellous about 
it. Ele would even be proud of her. But 
it couldn't 


same; 


it would hurt all the 
hel » hurting. 
IN AN instinctive gesture of repudiation 


she crumpled the I 


| 


¢ 


tter and cheque and 
po ket 
' 


cheque ol 


thrust them into her sweater 
She didn’t want to look at the 
‘Three hundred 
to tell 


re luc - 


she hated it. 


She wouldn’t 


touch It; 
have 
thought, 


dollars 


him right away, she 





tantly opening the door, not till she 


Continued on page 32 
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“Married or single... 





I’m budgeting NOW for 


financial independence at 50” 


Every thrifty woman, in business 
or at home, likes to plan her ex- 
penses. So she includes them all in 
a budget—everything from carfare 
to clothes. But today, most women 
also need a plan that provides secur- 
ity for the future. 


Here’s how to plan 

More and more women now do this by 
buying Mutual Life of Canada Pension 
policies for themselves! And it’s so eco- 
nomical, For a small sum saved regu- 
larly, you can obtain a policy that will 
pay you an income for life at 50, 55, 
60 or 65 and, in addition, pay you 
dividends both before and after the pen- 
sion starts. And the same policy will 
provide life insurance protection for your 
dependents as well. 

It is not necessary to buy a large policy 
now. You can obrain a policy that suits 
your present income, and add to it as 
you can afford to do so. You will be 


surprised to learn how much protection 


THE 


MUTUAL [IFE 


Established 1869 


Head Office — Waterloo, Ont. 


“Owned by the Policyholders” 


and income even one dollar a week will 
provide you. 


Take this step now! 


The Mutual Life of Canada representa- 
tive will be glad to discuss with you the 
pension plans that this company offers. 
Remember that your savings will be safe 
with this 71-year-old company... your 
income will be guaranteed . .-. and all 
business transactions, of course, will be 
kept confidential. 

Become one of the 165,000 policy- 
holders who own The Mutual Life of 
Canada and share a// its profits. 

Discuss your needs with the nearest 
Mutual Life of 


Canada representa- 
SERVE 


BY SAVING! 


War Savings 
Stamps on sale at 
all Mutual Life of 
Canada branch 
offices. 


tive or write to the 
Head Office at 
Waterloo, Ontario, 
for full details. 
This serviceis given 
gladly 


obligation. 


without 





The Mutual Life of Canada, 
Dept. C-5, Waterloo, Ontario. ” 


Please send me information on your Pen 
} 


-lans. 











Even the dog ran away from me! 





1. THE BEST WAY 1 KNOW TO tell you about the way my personality has changed 
is to illustrate it with these masks. 





2. YOU WOULDN'T BELIEVE anybody ‘Meade look like this . . . unless you have 
suffered as I did from what is politely called ‘‘intestinal sluggishness.”’ 


wo AP he 





3. AND THEN, when I had to make those trips to the medicine cabinet, my disposition 
would be so terrible even the dog would run away and hide. 


| ee 





4. UNTIL ONE DAY my mother gave me a delicious cereal called aLu-BRan. 
dosing youtself,"’ she said, ‘‘and get at the cause of the trouble. If you don’t get the 
right kind of ‘bulk’ in your diet, no amount of harsh purgatives can make your intes- 
tines work right. So, if that is your trouble, eat Kellogg's All-Bran regularly and drink 
plenty of water."" And was she right? Well, just take a good.look at me now! 


“Stop 


Get your “Ounce of Prevention” every day hile 


with KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN ALBAN 


Your grocer has aALL-BRAN in two convenient size packages, restaurants |< Guliaten ; 


serve the individual package. Made by Kellogg's in London, Canada. | 


“SERVE BY SAVING! — BUY WAR SAVINGS CERTIFICATES.” 


y : 











They listened with 
polite incredulity while Landenning 
growled that half the specialists in town 


who really counted. 


were being driven to doing general 
practice on the sly; they listened to 
Colby tell how he made ninety-seven 


dollars his first year and Swope tell how 
he had eked out by selling 
and singing in the choir, 
And Katie smiled and said, 
that 
*? and wondered as she said it 
She knew it was 


encyclopedias 


with the same 


politeness. 
“Well, things hadn’t been quite 
bad so far, 
if she was lying again. 
bad, but she didn’t know yet just how 
bad and she wasn’t sure she wanted to. 
the week after 


Things looked better 


that. Mr. Gibson got well, but Mrs. 
Gibson went down with the grippe, and 
‘Ted had to see her three times. And the 


diabetic dishwasher came in for a blood 


sugar, and a medical fraternity brother 


from out of town referred one of his 


patients who had been transferred on 
But then came a week, a 
in which Ted sat in 


business. 
week, 
oflice and no 
detail men from drug houses, and they 
were they 
got your hopes up and then dashed 


whole his 


one came, no one but 


worse than no one because 


them while witnessing the shame of your 
solitude. That office—it might be the 
living room twenty-two hours a day, 
but for two hours it was grimly official, 
and Ted sat there and medical 
journals and worked on reports and 
Landenning had said you had 
to keep your oflice hours regularly or 
you’d never get a practice, so Ted 
kept them, with silent thoroughness, 
and Katie kept them with him so he 
wouldn’t feel too alone. She sometimes 
thought that even if he could stand it, 
she couldn’t. She sometimes thought 
anything would be better than this, 
even selling shoes in a basement, but 
she kept them wrth him and what was 
harder, kept her mouth shut. 

Sitting them out one day toward the 
end of that nightmare week, Ted looked 
up from his desk suddenly and said, 
“It’s a year today, Katie, and I’ve just 
been having a happy, 
minutes with the ledger. 


read 


waited. 


happy fifteen 


Think you can 


take it?” And he laughed a light 
detached Iaugh as if it was—well, not 


to take anything too seriously or you 
might get hurt. 

“Sure I can take it,”’ she answered in 
the same light but she 
shrinking inside. She didn’t want to hear 
him hurt himself with words. ‘“‘How 
much?” she herself to say 
casually. 

“Three hundred, Katie.” 
that light laugh 
ninety-nine to be exact.” 

“Why I think that’s pretty good,” she 
said quickly. “A lot better than Dr. 
Colby’s ninety-seven, anyway. And 
then there’s that thousand the 
medical school that you haven't 
counted.” 

+e; “but it'll 
only be five hundred next year, and it 
look as if the 
exactly going to go shooting up. Remem- 
Katie’— he 


“ 
remember the five-year plan we 


tone, was 


forced 


He laughed 
“Well, 


again. two 


from 


he agreed grimly, 


loesn’ i 
doesn t practice was 


ber, » tried to laugh again 
had 
It was going to take 


five years to get really established, and 


all figured out? 


we were going to be terribly conservative 
kne W | 


couldn’t possibly take in less than a 


in our calculations, but we 


thousand the first and fifteen 


hundred the 
more a year from then on, 


year 
second and five hundred 
We can’t say 
nobody told us, but we just couldn’t 
believe all those tales the old boys told 
their 


their ency¢ I »pedias. 


dollars and 
I still don’t believe 


about ninety-seven 
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them really. I still have a sneaking 
feeling that I’m the only one who finds 
He did laugh now, but it 


minute 


, ” 
it so tough. 


wasn’t so detached as a 


ago 
and it wasn’t gay, and his voice when hx 
went on was dull and flat. 

“We thought if I started by making a 
could keep 


thousand a year we going, 


keep up appearances those necessary 
five years, but now—well, I don’t 
know, Katie, we’re having to use so 


much more of those savings and wed- 
ding presents just to eat.” His voice 
trailed off. 

She tried to think of something to say. 
It had been a horrible week to end the 
year on. No wonder he felt this way, 
but it wasn’t going to last. Things were 
going to get better. But they? 
She tried to think of something to say, 
but what was the use? the 
good old talking things out—and where 
it hadn’t been 
from It, 


were 
Here it was, 


did it get you? Maybe 
fear that made Ted shy away 
He knew how tough things 
were; it didn’t make any 
tough to talk about it. it wasn’t 
fair for 
anyone 
it halfway as Ted. 

“Look,” he said suddenly into the 
silence, “I’ve thinking. Maybe 
I ought to sell the car. We can stick it 
out a lot longer without it than with it, 
and heaven only knows | haven’t much 
use for it yet.” 

Sell the car? She 
admit defeat that way. ‘‘No,” 
violently, “that the most 
short-sighted thing you could do, Ted. 
A doctor 
has to be ready to get to patients when 
they do call him. No, Ted, let’s sell my 


but wisdom. 


them less 


Oh, 
unresponsive to 
meet 


life to be so 


as anxious and eager to 


been 


couldn’t let him 
she said 
would be 


A doctor has to have a car. 


ring first.” Her hand closed lovingly 
over it. ‘““That’s one thing we can get 
along without. We don’t need any 


symbols.” 

He looked at her bleakly. She could 
see his mouth trying to smile again, but 
it wouldn’t come. “* Well,” he said, “we 
about hold out another year, 
We'll let it ride a couple of 
They 
worst, 


can just 
car and all, 
months and see how it goes. 
always say the is the 
Maybe things will begin to happen. 
Maybe” now 
“maybe you'll sell 
Little 
She was beside him at those words, her 
I don’t have to 
she said almost passionately. 
You'll save it for both 


as she 


first year 


the smile almost came 
‘The Fat of the Land.’ 
woman saves day and all that.” 


arms close around him. “ 
save i 
**1 don’t have to. 
But she 
and when he 


of us. wasn’t so sure 


sounded, buried his head 
in her breast and murmured muffledly, 
will. If I do it’ll be because 


you re here to help me,” 


“IT hope I 
she could only 
cling to him and echo that hope with an 
intensity that amounted to prayer. She 
terribly Not 
They were both healthy 

They 
a living somehow. 


was worried, worried, 
about Starving. 
could always 
But there were 


and 


and 
make 


other 


intelligent. 


tragedies besides stary ation, 


Ted reduced to compromise, reduced to 


a makeshift life, a makeshift job, would 


be one of them. 


SHE WANDERED out to 


the v estibule 


a little later because she couldn’t sit 
there in silence and she couldn’t say 
anything without her voice trembling. 


a couple of business letters 
that 
looked as if it might be a heque for Ted. 


There 
in the 


were 


mailbox and something 
At least she remembered the address on 
the envelope as one she had ty ped on his 
She 


stood there, letting the warm Septembe 


billhead a couple of months ago. 


sun beat in on her face through the open 
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BEAUTY CULTURE 
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A DEPARTMENT OF 
S.YLE, HEALTH 
AND PERSONALITY 








CAROLYN 
DAMON 


ITH the children tucked oft to bed, grand- 
father pulled his chair up by the fire and fished 
his pipe out of his pocket. 

“Well, mother,” he said, settling back, “I see you've 
got your knitting out. 
shouting.” 

Judy winked at Doug and pulled Marion off the 
chesterfield. ‘And this is our night to shout. Come on, 
old lady, let’s get ourselves tarred and feathered to 
carry on the Christmas spirit.” 

Upstairs Marion slumped at her dressing table. 


I guess it’s all over but the 


FAMILY PORTRAIT — Scene 3: By evening, Marion 
looked tired from the rush of Christmas day. But here 
she looks fresh and gay. Judy, well up in the latest 
beauty secrets, has brought about the transformation, 


“Oh, Judy,” she begged, “I’m so tired! Really | am” 
But her younger sister was already dashing about, 
turning on water in the tub, pulling things out of a 
beauty kit. 
‘“*Haha—you got away with that one on me last year, 
my gal. Told Richard you were too tired to go out 


and he said okay. And you’ve been talking about the 


flat finish you had to Christmas ever since.” 

She slid a little package out of her bag. 

“It’s a beauty mask for yours. I know what grand 
parties the Edwards have. This year you’re going to be 
the belle of the ball. Out of that Santa Claus getup, 
and no nonsense about it. And we'll have the work- 
worn face off as fast as we can, too.” 

Marion laughed and shrugged as she slipped out of her 
dress. It was good to relax. Come to think of it, she’d 


been on the go since about Continued on page 30 
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More 1 havin 
than words can tell... 





Yardley English Lavender 


SSe to $ 12.00 





a 












You step into the social scenes where move names 


| py 

| 

that reach back a thousand years into England's HE charm-bestowing care 
rich history. Instantly you become conscious of of the Yardley Lavender and Yardley Beauty Prep- 
a charm you find it difficult to define... arations is as close to you as your nearest fine 
until you recognize the lovable fragrance of the 
Yardley Lavender . . . compelling, quiet, yet 
vigorously young. 


drug or department store. There, always ready 


for you, is the one perfume that stays constant 





in the affections of Fashion . . . the young, 





fresh fragrance of the Yardley Lavender. There, 
too, you will find Yardley Complexion Creams 
and Powders, Lipsticks and Compacts, Skin 
Foods and Tonics, created by Yardley of Bond 





TY Street to give you the English Complexion. 
agli (oaplrsce OF give | g p 





FREE ‘Beauty Secrets from Bond Street’’. 


Write for a copy to Yardley & Co. (Canada) 
Yardley English Complexion / ] 
Powder—$1.10 







Limited, Toronto. 


Yardley English Complexion 
Cream— $1.10 


vows English Lavender Soap— 
he Luxury Soap of the World 
S50 a large cake, 3 for $1.00 


YARDLE 


B eauty -—l 
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with snug 
A Dor- 
ville model, from England. 


A navy frieze topcoat 
collar and original pockets. 


i : # f « 
* 7 . 
: ~~ las ia 
¥ aA 4 SO 


ea 


vou like, tie a long silk tassel to the 
centre, to sweep down to your shoulder. 


more and 


THIS WINTER we'll 


colors in 


see 


more pastel tailored wool 
dresses. But if your dress is black, deep 
blue or brown, get the pastel effect by 
wearing pastel-colored beads and gloves 


to match. 


GOING TO ski this winter? Am seeing 
some very smart togs for those Chris- 
tianias. Most popular is the “‘touch o’ 
plaid” to the regulation outtit. 
jackets are all plaid 
sleeves. The ski mitts are often topped 
with plaid, and if the cap isn’t plaid, 


make up for it with a plaid scarf. 


Some 


others with plaid 


“Maple Leaf Red;” 
“Frontier Wine; 


ADD NEW Colors 
“Niagara Green;” 


¥ Border Blue oe 


PALE BLUE is a color that is coming 
well in girdles, corsets and 
The 


lingerie inspired this demand and | must 
from the 


up very 
pale blue 


brassieres, craze for 


say it is a welcome change 


usual “pale pink.” 


going to skate you'll find 


IF YOU’RE 


the “Highland Fling” skating costum«¢ 


very active and attractive. Generally 


made with a_ solid-colored wool o1 
velveteen jacket, pleated tartan plaid 
skirt, lined with scarlet, Scots cap and 


tartan mitts. 


color combina- 


An- 


<ED, WHITE and blu 


ions are being seen everywhere. 


other skating outfit features the red 
jacket, blue skirt lined with white, and 
blue cap. For evening wear, if you 


lress is white (still the leading evening 


“You 


By KAY MURPHY 


shade) you can introduce the blue and 
red by means of a velvet or wool wrap in 
half blue, the other 


bi-colors one 


half red! 


IT’S A gift! How are your Christmas 
presents coming along? Making many 
of them? Don’t make ’em all too useful! 
These days we hate to be frivolous about 
ourselves, so it’s up to our friends to be 
frivolous for us, at gift time. 


ADD FIREWORKS to your own 
dresses around the holiday season. With 
sequins, jet, rhinestones, wool embroid- 
ery, passementerie, lace plastrons all 
very thought of in the well- 
dressed circles, you’ve plenty of ways to 


much 


zest up a dress that is more a bread- 


and-butter than a cake affair! 


WE’RE IN the army now! With the 
U.S.A. having its first peacetime con- 
scription, the fashion designers are call- 
ing all the gals to the colors, too! Gob 
middies are sprouting forth: Cadet 
capes: Sam Browne belts: and heaps 
and heaps of khaki-colored dresses, suits 
and hats. It will be interesting to note 
just what the new military styles will be 

Il keep you pe sted as these appear, I 
did see quite a few “Good Neighbor” 
lapel pins. The girls wear the American 
flax on one coat lapel, the Canadian 


flag on the other. 


THOSE FASHIONS scouts I’ve told 
you think Canada could 
well be a logical fashion centre in the 


about, who 
Western Hemisphere, have been scurry- 
ing back and forth between Montreal, 
Toronto and New York (also going down 
to South America too, of course). Hada 
few chats with some of ’em. They think 
our Canadian girls are lovely. Said one 
man expert: “I never saw such small 
and beautiful feet as the girls in Mont- 
And they wear the prettiest 
Another chap said: “Oh, 


it’s the complexions the girls have in 


real hay e. 


little shoes.” 


Toronto that have me in a dither. Real 
English peaches-and-cream.” Was | 
proud! A third scout— a woman—said: 


men missed the feature. 
What | 
women IS the i! quiet acceptance ot their 


pron rd looks. 


with a mirror and a puff. 


great 
loved about the Canadian 
They don’t fuss all the time 
They walk, on 


the whole, remarkably well—and they 


have the erandest smiles I’ve ever 
seen - 

SO YOU gals have certainly been 
holding up our fair fame, down these 
parts! Keep it up! 


De 


eC 


rd 


LWT EES ANIL TET TOMER TIL SIAR BRS SC a IE ESC SAAS TTS ROARS SE ETS OT US 
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TRY ALL 8 
ON YOUR FACE 


Doris Bridges, lovely Southern co-ed, graduate in 





"39 of Howard College, Birmingham, Alabama, 
President of the Howard Chapter of Phi Mu 


Send for the 8 
Woodbury shades 
—free. Test them in 
| different lights. One 
of these lovely shades 

will lend your skin more 
appealing beauty. 





White, Jr., 1 wore Woodbury Powder. After 
that four-hour ride my skin, which used to 
shine like a glowworm, still looked smooth 
and fresh.” Yes! Because Woodbury stays 


germ-free, contains none of the impurities 


that may aggravate shiny nose! 


WOODBURY POWDER 


| SHADES THAT DRAMATIZE YOUR SKIN 


| 
} 


Sorority, voted prettiest girl in “Who’s Who’ 
Contest, says: “I ‘pledged’ for life the first time I 
met Woodbury Powder. Somebody in our sorority 
house sent for the 8 Woodbury shades and a group 
of us tried them. We each found a shade we were 
crazy about. That lovely golden tint, ‘Champagne’, 
and my skin... they just clicked at first glow”... 


“Next time | went riding with Lee McBride 





> 





“Soon after that, Lee took me to a college 
Informal. | wore Woodbury—of course. 
On the campus going home, I got kissed. 
‘Pledged’ again—for life! Was Woodbury a 
contributory cause? You try it and see whether 
it doesn’t bring you good fortune in romance! 
Like us college girls, you'll adore Woodbury.” 


FREE... THE GLAMOROUS WOODBURY 8 
Send for the 8 Woodbury shades—free. Fash- 
ion and beauty experts say they’re up-to-the- 
minute for smart flattery. One of them will 
be your “pledge” for new beauty. Woodbury 


clings longer, too; costs only 50¢, 25¢, 15¢. 


TOO H HRT O THEE OEE E SESE EE ESOSE EES EEEE ESSE EE EEEESESEEEES 


(PASTE ON PENNY POSTCARD. MAIL NOW!) 


John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Dept, 8918, Perth, Ontario. 


Piease send me, free and postpaid, all 8 shades of 
Woodbury Facial Powder . . 
and beauty authorities for glamorous make-up 
erous tube of Woodbury Cold Cream 


approved by leading fashion 


Also gen 


Name. 


COSCO CREOSOTE EERE OES eee 


Address__ 


(MADE IN CANADA) 
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Was 1! lucky to find my old school chum, 











“Not today, Janet!” she moaned. “It’s 
my bad time of the month and I’m so 
chafed I could scream!’ Well—I wanted 
that picture, so I blurted, “‘Good grief, 
Martha, why be tortured when Miracle 
Modess is so easy to get? I'll phone for 
some and show you a thing or two about 
comfort, my girl!” 


Ct CUTIOUS: l 
GET COMFORTABLE! 


Cut a napkin made of papery folds 
—then cut a Modess pad—and feel 
the difference! No close-packed 
layers in Modess — but gentle, 
downy-soft fluff! So absorbent, this 
fluff is a miracle of protection. And 
its moisture-resistant backing guards 
against striking through! 


NewMiracle Modess “Softir-Saher! 


Martha, in the dressing room away from 
the crowd! She’s 
graphs like a dream. A picture of Martha 
at the bazaar would give me an 
with any fashion magazine. But when I 
asked her if I could shoot, 
me down — flat! 


‘news’. She photo- 


tin”? 


she turned 





1 certainly got my reward! Five beauti- 
ful shots of Martha, and the nicest little 
note: “You can take more pictures any 
day you want,” she wrote. “Believe me, 
I never knew what real comfort and 
peace of mind were till you told me 
about Miracle Modess. Miracle is right 
—a miracle of softness and comfort!’ 





 Feaff is softtr! 


Modess is made of fluff 


te 


instead of papery folds 


ema 





"aa 


ras 


RRA SIRERS 


@ 


CPO: 3 


\ CLA SACRE MATL CLT 


SER ALES EE SES TE PY *& 
* 


FASHION SHORTS 


ADD TO your clothes vocabulary: 
“Station Wagon Coats’? — those capa- 
cious big cozy coats of checks, tweeds 
and plaids that we all love to wear, 
whether we ride in state to meet 
the next train, or air the infant in the 
park. During the Duration the girls 
are going in big for these husky over- 


coats. To tell the truth, m’dears, these 
coats are, these days, every bit as 
swanky as mink! 

wr 


ADD ALSO—* Parlor Pinnies.” What 
with the gals doing their Bit, whether it 
be in the kitchen, or at the local Red 
Cross chapter— it’s quite the thing to 
don an apron for afternoon tea, or slip 
on an extra fussy when you're 
hostessing at a smart, yet informal 


one 
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Here's a “Station Wagon Coat’ by 
Spectator Models, of London. It’s in 
brown and white tweed 


“Station Wagon Coats’ 


dinner. Saw a cute wee one entirely 
covered with sequins that put a simple 
black dress right up in the Higher 
Income brackets. 


wew 


ee 


ADD AGAIN—*‘Patio Pyjama.” A 
new way of talking about hostess togs. 
The word originated in California, 
where they have patios. But down here 
we've taken the name—and the fashion 
—to our friendly fashion hearts. If you 
want to go real Western on me, make 
yourself a pair of lounging pyjamas in 
black wool, or jersey, or velvet. Then, 
for variety sake, knit yourself a brightly 


colored “ buskin”’—bolero to you! to top 
it for a touch of color. 
ADD A new name for a baby girl! 


“Siren!” Over in London, when a small 
gal arrives in an underground shelter, 
the mamma ofttimes names it “Siren.” 
One clergyman reports that he alone 
christened thirty little *‘ Blessed Events” 
in ten days with this name. 
show how new names are added; so, in 


Goes to 
years to come, when you meet a gal 
called “Siren,” you’ll know from whence 
she came, and the drama of her birth 


‘T HUMBS l P! Some smarte« 
wool mitts have the thumbs in different 
colors. Called ‘ 
So if you’re knitting a pair 
hint! We know the 


so put it on your hands 


oft our 
‘Thumbs Up” mittens. 
take the 
slogan is In your 


hearts 


THE LONDON 
through beautifully. 
photos you'll see in 


fashions are coming 
Some of the 
this 


snapped while England was undergoing 


Issue were 


one of its daily bombardments. The 
models and the cameramen ducked in 
and out of shelters, several times during 


mn 


ise Be Te 


“hairpin” 


SP EE RE PPAR PRE PERT AE Se ET AER. Kt) SNES IP ONG ONES AGE RL RE SE OE LF EER IIR, SEE 


the taking. There is history behind 
those London fashions. Long live 
Sritish fashions, say I, and the 
Canadian counterparts 

FROM LONDON also come some new 
color combinations. Please, if you use 


some of them in your home dressmaking, 


build up the 


by saying: 


Empire as a fashion centre 


“Sulphur yellow and 
purplish blue, in combination, are two 
Norman Hartnell (the 


or if you 
front of 


new colors that 
‘ee ‘ se a 

Queen's dressmaker) Is using: 

put rows of buttons down the 


your semitailored dinner dress, say: 


“*Molyneux is using a lot of buttons on 


evening fashions this season.” 


I HOPE 


and finishing 


you are following my previous 


advice your sewing care- 


fully. Sewing a fine seam, 


pleats carefully, 


pressing 
off unwanted 
things to 
make nice 
a little 


story an English newspaper woman told 


snipping 
threads—thes« are big 
want to 


remember if you 


clothes. Which reminds me of 


me the other day. In many places in 
England airplanes shot down are ex- 
hibited. Usually the card reads: “* Made 


FINISHED in England!” 


in Cy rmany. 


HAND CROCHET 
black velvet dresses. Ay 
Duy it, but 


comes in strong on 


fully expensive, 
to make. ‘The 


well as the 


if you fun 


crochet type, as 


Irish lace sort, are two very popular 


ways to give that “white” look to a 
black dress. 

IF YOU want a “little evening hat,” 
make yourself a black crochet calot to 


fit back of your pompadour. Sprinkle it 
sequin spangles. Or, 


ts 


with jet beads o1 
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the beginning of blackheads in a tender 
youthful skin. Especially when her 
days were filled with open-air activities. 
With a little stiff, but not harsh, brush 
she scrubbed the danger areas—chin, 
sides of nose, forehead, around the ears. 
When she came out to whisk, perfume, 
astringent and a bit of powder over her- 
self, she was simply glistening with an 
air of clean and bright good health. 

She flipped back the bathing cap and 
whipped her shining hair up with a 
ribbon tie. Then she sat down at the 
little dressing table. The make-up was 
simple. The care with which she did it 
was meticulous. The light but carefully 
applied film of foundation. 
tiniest shade warmer than her petal-pink 
skin. A peach tone. She looked at her 


1 
then at the 


It was the 


own. cheeks, rouge, and 
decided against it. She was in no danger 
of fagging out tonight. The tiniest bit 
of eye pencil, a dusting of blue shadow 
just above the lid to match her eyes, and 
a touch of mascara on the lashes. She 
probably wouldn’t have bothered with 
those if she hadn’t been able to borrow 
Then a brush of vaseline to 


that moist look. 


Marion’s, 
give them lovely 
There was a careful patting on of peach- 
colored powder, and brushing it over 
with a tiny complexion brush to take 
care of the surplus grains, 

And now her lips. Judy had chosen a 
pure red, clear and true, and in keeping 
with the background of Christmas 
colors she was sure to be dancing against 
at the hotel. And also in tune with the 
iris blue color of her bouffant dress. So 
she applied the lipstick, upper lip first, 
then pressed her lower lip against it to 
get the outline, then filled it in. A 
touch of vaseline to her lips and her 


at the beauty salon Monday I had achat 
with the girl about you while your hair 
was drying. Don’t forget it was your old 
Aunt Judy who reminded you to steal a 
couple of hours from shopping well 
before Christmas Day to get your hair 
and nails done. Well, she told me that by 
ittime on 





nig Christmas the average 
mother was more dish-rag than woman. 
And she prescl ibed the treatment you’ve 
just had. 
“Then she told me about make-up. 
She said your eyes and mouth would 
show your tiredness most. 
to be most careful about making them 
up. Now Iet’s The Edwards 
always have soft lights, don’t they? 


So we were 
see, 


So we can put on a deeper shade make-up 
than we could with bright ones. And 
you'll probably be there a long time. So 
let’s make it stick.” 

While Marion patted astringent and a 
light cream on her face, Judy got a 
special foundation ready. It was rachel 
color, and was patted on to give a 
smooth, smart surface. The rouge was 
almost fuchsia, and the lipstick toned 
with it. Judy chatted away. 

“*Richard’s seen you as the grand little 
woman all day. First thing you know 
he’ll have you typed. That’s why we're 
going glamorous on him _ tonight. 
Mysterious with a darker make-up. 
Sophisticated with a slightly off-shade of 
rough and lipstick. And what with your 
dress being that gorgeous combination 
of delicate white lace and slinky black 
Velvet, you don’t want to be made up 
like a period picture, do you? You’re 
the hard-going woman of today, my 
lamb. Sure of herself. Able, a good 
mother, smart, but the perfectly groom- 
ed woman at night, in a feminine but 





JOAN BENNETT IN THE EDW. SMALL FILM “THE SON OF MONTE CRISTO” 





chooses the easy way 
to alluring skin... 
a Woodbury 
Beauty Nightcap 


31 





Joan's hairdresser advises bed 


time care with W.oodbury Cold 


Cream, as told to 


Louvella Parsons 


Noted 








-m 
Ax face was done. sophisticated kind of dress. Right?” 
bes Now she loosened her hair around het 
a shoulders and brushed it well. She MARION nodded, her eyes sparkling. 
id carefully brushed a cascade of curls over She was having fun. Over her founda- 
ou her high, well-shaped forehead, brushed tion she carefully blended rouge, watch- 
ne the long pieces of hair up from the sides ing the edges smooth into her cheeks. 
et of her head. Then the long bob was She pulled her hair back and carried the 
- brushed to a shining loveliness around foundation, and then the rachel powder, ; 
her shoulders. A touch of light flower well back. Under her throat and on her if 
’ perfume at her ears and wrists, and she _ nose she used a slightly darker powder, 5 pull 
se was slipping into her long dress with its to give them shadows, rather than a < wa a . 
. low square neckline and ruffly short hard line. A blue eye shadow, mascara Recently, the man who “does” Joan’s “You need only this one fine cream that 
a sleeves. The long net skirt fell, full and eye pencil, more accentuated than hair scolded: “At the hairline, your skin does all in a few minutes”, he told Joan. 
Me and graceful, over the lines of her Judy s, finished her. She outlined her is dry as paper.”’ But Joan insisted she’d Now at bedtime Joan cleanses with 
i beautiful young figure. The narrow _ lips, powdered them, and went over the never forego outdoor sports which sub- Woodbury Cold Cream, pats on a light 
al virdle of wine velvet at her waist, and line again. It was a trick she’d learned ject skin to harsh exposure. film to soften skin through the night. 
gold slippers, completed her outfit. to keep them done all evening. She 
yt Clear bubbles of crystal formed her wouldn’t be going off every so often 
| necklace, bracelet and tight earrings. with giggling groups of girls to freshen : ; ‘ 
4 They looked as light as thistledown. up. She must have the security of a Night Time is 
. She pinned on Doug's pale pink roses. make-up that would carry her through “Beauty Refreshment” Time 
the evening. 
4 8 IT WAS easier than either of them had She brushed her hair up at the sides, Your skin has its best chance to grow 
: Wi imagined. A light, refreshing nap had than softened the waves in. Caught it refreshed while you sleep. So every night 
e given the older sister a new zest for life. up in a wavy roll at the back of her at bedtime use 3-Way Woodbury Cold 
Soon the face mask was cleared off. And head, leaving the crown smooth and Cream. 1. It cleanses... safely, hygieni- 
the last traces of a busy, hectic day with unruffled. Judy fastened the corsage of cally. 2. le Inbviceter, addaieas tecku 
its excitement and bustle had dis- yellow roses Richard had sent, to her to soften and month diwy sesaicakia: 
appeared. , shoulder. 3. It gently invigorates the skin, cooling 
**Mother into glamour girl, that’s my Together the sisters descended the 2 - SS io ee en c mae 
; 9 rt ; cal and refreshing as it cleanses. Get a jar 
specialty,” Judy triumphed. Marion’s stairs. Grannie and Grandad nodded Ata “kid party” some weeks later, Joan “oar . a WW . 
. * ACY SE Pas ‘ of this luscious 3-Way Woodbury Cold 
carefully pinned up hair was left as it approvingly from their chairs beside the took the bow when a toast was raised 2 = Sate te ‘ 
was while she sat at the dressing table. fire. Both men rose to meet them. “To the girl who looks as young as her ( ream today! So little in cost .. - 80 
Judy was still taking the role of mentor. Doug was eager and admiring. Richard | ‘get-up’.” Joan’s Woodbury Bea uty much for your beauty! Only $1.00, 50¢, 
“Look, Marion, when I called for you looked very proud, x | Nighteap helps keep her skin like velvet. 25¢, 1S¢ a jar at beauty counters. 
ae a ata see MAIL NOW FOR GENEROUS TUBE... FREE! 
r Smodths as it LUBRICATES (Paste on Penny Postcard) 
BUY CHRISTMAS SEALS! Uebel felts. John H. Woodbury, Ltd., 


Dept. 6919, Perth, Ontario, 
Please send me, 
tube of 3-Way Woodbury Cold Cream 


shades of exquisite Woodbury Powder 


tpaid, a generous-size 
Also & smart 


free and 


Canada needs the health services for combatting 20 


tuberculosis, which she has maintained so strenu- . 
ously more than ever under war conditions. You do WOODBURY COLD CREAM 
your part in helping the voluntary services which 
must still carry on this work, every time you buy 


Christmas seals. 


Name 


THE 3-WAY BEAUTY CREAM 





Address 


(MADE IN CANADA) 
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Sheets and Pillow Slips 


Just imagine what joy you will 
bring this Christmas if you 
give Colonial Sheets and Pil- 
low Slips in their lovely Christ- 
mas packages. They offer a 
practical gift that belongs on 
every list. And such a variety 
to choose from—blue, mauve, 
gold, pink or green borders in 
both sheets and slips and of 


course plain white. 


Any or all make the ideal gift. 


Made in Canada by 


DOMINION TEXTILE 
COMPANY LIMITED 


@ KUO KSS KOSH SOH Ss | 





Its a Date! 


Continued from page 27 





six am. Judy was creaming her face for 
her now and wiping it clean with tissues. 
Then she reached for the beauty mask 
and deftly patted it over the older girl's 
features. She led her to the bath, testing 
it to see that it wasn’t too hot, but just 
warm enough to be relaxing, and poured 
refreshing salts into it. As Marion 
stepped in, Judy called from the bed- 
room, 

“These two pads of cotton are 
saturated with eye lotion. When you 
come out of there I want you to lie 
down. I’ve turned out all the lights but 
this little table lamp. Put the pads on 
your eyes and take the pillow off your 
bed. That will let your head go back and 
your face muscles can relax. And don’t 
ask me how I got to know all this. I’m 
studying my beauty stuff. Remember 
the handsome airman downstairs? Well, 
he’s taking me for better, not worse.” 

From the bathroom came the sound of 
gentle splashing and then—* But look, 
Judy. If I ever hit the pillow I’m done 
for. Honestly.” 

“That’s just the point, my pretty 
lamb. You don’t hit the pillow. You 
rest without it. In exactly fifteen 
minutes from date, I’Il be back to rouse 
you out of your sleeping beauty. I’m 
going down to the guest room and get 
ready to shame the rose myself, not to 
mention the darling debs at the supper 
dance.” 

The door closed gently, and Judy’s 
footsteps died away. Out of the tub, 
rubbing herself gently with tingling and 
fragrant astringent, using her deodorant 
and applying a bit of talcum powder, 
Marion finally slipped under the com- 
forter. She could feel the lines of her 
mouth and eyes relaxing as she dropped 
off into a doze. 


MEANWHILE, Judy was checking her 
own beauty needs. She slipped out of a 
few petals of lingerie and into a stimu- 
lating shower. She was too excited to 
need rest. If she’d been at home where 
there was no shower, she thought, she’d 
have simply had a good wash, For 


at 


a 


she had decided after a quick survey 
that the extra minutes with Doug 
weren't worth the dowdiness of a 
patched-up make-up. She had creamed 
and cleaned her face with tissues before 
the scrubbing. Now, with a good pur 
soap, she washed her neck and fac 
especially well, to the tingling tune of 
the water pouring over her. 

She’d learned one of the most im- 
portant lessons of good looks at eighteen. 
Nothing could quite touch that clean 
look. And she knew, too, that this was 
the most dangerous time of her life for 
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ye all around you—some of them 
your best friends—are using Tampax 
regularly. Clubwomen, socialites, business 
women, housewives, actresses are enjoying 
the new freedom that goes with the use of 
Tampax. Over 290,000,000 have been sold 
Doesn't that suggest that it is time that you 
rebelled against the old fashioned routine 
of pads, pins, belts and bother? Don’t let 
another month pass without discovering 
this modern, civilized sanitary protection 
for women! 
Wear sheer formals any day of the month, 
no belts or pads to “make a line,” because 
Tampax is worn internally. Perfected by a 
doctor and made of pure surgical cotton, 
Tampax acts gently as an absorbent. It is 
very neat and efficient. The wearer is not 
conscious of its presence! Best of all, odor 
cannot form. And there is no disposal 
problem after use 

Three sizes: Regular, Super and Junior 
Tampax to meet every individual need 
Sold at drug stores and notion counters. 
Introdyctory box, 25ce. Large economy pack 
age (féur months’ supply) will give you a 


money-saving up to 25%. 
La a 


Tampax comes in patented 





NO PINS individual container. Your 
hands never even touch the 
NO PADS Tompen. 













at 
AT ANDAK 


wn 





ae __Mail this coupon NOW for trial package Mt 


CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION, LTD 


150 Duchess St., Toronto. Ont 
Please send me in plain wrapper the new trial 
package of Tampax I enclose 10¢ (coin or 


stamps) to cover cost of handling. Size is checked 
helow 
( ) REGULAR ( ) SUPER ( ) JUNIOR 
Name 


Addre ss 
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The Groom Wore the Conventional Black 


Continued from page 7 





that an emerald is merely a remarkabk 


] ; 
licate of 


specimen Of a compound ol 


iluminum and beryllium, plus a trace of 
chromic oxide—a diamond only 
carbon, and a woman—ah, a woman 

merely a handful of chemicals and a 


little HeO, a splendid freak of biology. 

“Lady, you underestimate me.” 

““You’re a museum piece,” [ finished. 
| probably sounded slightly strangu- 
lated, but I wasn’t choking with anger. 
It was simply that it’s hard to sound 
clear and vehement when you’re pulling 
a jacket over your head. 

“Take the way they dress,” Whitney 
versisted. “A dress should be a classic 
benediction, and instead, women weai 
their clothes as if to say, ‘I’m going to 


town, clothes—if you want to come, 
ee 
hang on. 
; i en ag 
| walked out from behind the screen. 
“ : ” 
Are you quite through? 
“Except to say that you’d be a good 
model if you weren’t so impertinent. 


You’re a nice-looking dish of tea. 
[ inclined my _ head briefly in 

acknowledgment of this very doubtful 

compliment and said coldly, “I can 

afford to be fresh. This will be my 

last modelling job.” 

Whitney’s face 


““W hat do 


he demanded, 


‘**| may want to use you again. 


This time I scored. 
turned quickly toward me. 
you mean, vour last job?” 


t 


| thought fast. “‘I’m getting married. 
In spite of the inducement of a chance 
to sit for you again,” | added maliciously. 

He ignored this. “‘Who’s the guy?” 
he challenged. 

I regarded him sweetly. “I was only 
hired by the hour, to pose. I don’t have 
to give you the story of my life with 
lantern slides.” 

Whitney countered, “If I ask nice? 


‘You couldn’t ask nice tf you were 


” 


rying to get St. Peter to open the 
yearly gates. He’s a gentleman.” | 


sighed. ‘“‘You wouldn't know him.” 
' 


“No, | wuess | wouldn't,” ne 


Phen snapped, “Step up on that 


agreed 


dryly. 
platform and see if you can register an 


| 


expression of sophisticated boredom, 


In- 
: ; : 
stead of the fatuous smirk of a bride-to- 


‘ 
DC. 
| ‘ 
For some minutes he painted silently, 
' 
and after a while he began to whistle a 


I ay it 1 ” 
few bars from the “Wedding March, 


but my lace remained impassive, my 
eyes looked direc tly ove! his head. For 
almost two hours his concentration re- 
mained unbroken, except for the few 
brief rest periods he 
which 


his brushes diligently; but at last he 


allowed me, at 


time s he ignored me and cleaned 


threw down his brush and Iet out a 


| 
shou 


1 

“Done! This should keep him satisfied 
for another day, the Simon Legree. 
Come and see yourself as others see 
you. 

[ advanced a little slowly, wondering, 
lor a brief moment, what he saw when 
he looked at me, my face being not 
exactly what I should have picked out 
for myself, being a little short on nose. | 
was almost afraid to look, but when I 
peered at the picture from in back of 
Whitney, I gave a little gasp. “Oh, my!” 
I said. What I saw was a girl with pale 
blond hair that reached to a pair of 
magnificently wide, flat shoulders. I 
saw unguarded eyes, grey ones, above a 
long mouth curved with affectionate 
humor, and a proud, lifted chin. Even 
my nose looked sort of retroussé. 

Whitney wheeled around. ‘‘What’s 
the matter?” he demanded. “Don’t like 
It, eh! Ke 
“Eace ite: 7 whispered, “VY hy, it’s 


| suppose a really ingenious 


You models are 


beautiful, 

artist can gloss over imperfections.” 
Whitney me. 

“Extraordinary,” he muttered. “Extra- 


stared at 


ordinary.” 

“Isn't it?” I agreed. 

“I mean your humility. Look,” he 
barked, ““how dare you stand there and 
imply that that isn’t a good likeness of 
you,” 

“After all, I’ve lived with this face. 
You haven't.” 

He raised one eyebrow, waggishly. 
“It’s too late to remedy that. I’m 
living with two women now.” 

“Beast,” 

“My mother and sister.” 

Whitney took the painting down and 
placed it in the oven. While he worked, 
he talked. 
express company,” he ordered. 


Vil haunt 
him, or my agent will haunt me. 


| mut mured. 


“Remind me to call the 
Remind him, | thought. 


*T was going to let you go tonight, 


vv Continued on next page 


Can Christmas touch us any more on earth, 

Its bells ring high in any heart again? 

Can stars and candlelight break through the pain 

That dims the glory of the red dawn’'s birth? 

So long the guns that rock the world have roared, 
How shall the silence and the peace of snow 

Cover our hearts, hot with the griefs they know? 


We, who are numbed 


how shall we know the Lord? 


Surely a Voice shall waken us again 

With music clearer than the call of bells. 
Surely the starlight’s far enchanted spells 
Shall flood the caverns of our darkest pain. 
And through the quiet and purity of snow 


The Lord of peace will pass 


and we shall know! 


Thrilling way 
to have soft, lovely skin 


A LOVELY Girt from Canada to the world 
of beauty is charming Sally Rynas. 
Time after time her fresh, young 
countenance looks out at you from 
the magazine pages, for she is much 
sought after in New York as an artists’ 
and photographers’ model. 


Campana’s Italian Balm too is of 


Canadian origin and has won fame as 
a skin softener both here and through- 
out the continent. It keeps the skin 
soft, smooth and lovely, and gives 
pleasant protection against chapping. 
roughness, dry skin. 

Campana’s contains the costliest ingre- 
dients, yet its cost to use is negligible. 
One drop is sufhicient for both hands. 
Acts fast, leaves no stickiness. 
Get Campana’s at your favourite 
cosmetic counter. 15c, 25c, 

35, 50c, $1.00. 
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At six years of age, Sally Rynas 
began her career as a model for 
Campana’s right here in Canada, 
Though today she is one of the 
most popular models in New 
York, she still treasures this photo 
taken for Campana’s twelve years 
ago in Toronto. 


* x * * 
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“You're turning my own child 


against me 


“ 
i 
* 


An old-fashioned father learns some modern ideas 
about raising a child 


ay 


needed that king, J 
She t 


1. Johnn 
thought. Mary didn’t agree. took him 
in her arms and protected him from me. 
Johnny clung to her—the look in his eyes 


made me feel like a brute. “I hate you! 
I hate you!” he sobbed. 





3. “But he’s only a child,” Ma 
“and that awful-tasting st 


pleaded, 

terrifies 
him, I told the doctor about these scenes 
today. He says it’s bad to force a child to 
take a bad-tasting medicine. It’s apt to 
shock his entire nervous system.” 


5. “He says it tastes good—and it’s de- 
signed for children and only children. It 
works mostly in the lower bowel, so it 
isn’t likely to upset a youngster’s diges- 
tion. It’s gentle and thorough—contains 
no harsh drugs. And above all else, 
Castoria is SAFE!” 











2. Those words stung! Johnny is the 7“ 
of my eye, and I want him to think I’m 


pretty swell, too. “You’re turning that 
child against me,” I stormed. “I don’t 
enjoy spanking him. But he’s 
learn he can’t act up every time 
to take a laxative.” 


‘ot to 
e has 





5 oe y ‘ < - 
> ix ‘ id, id 


4. “According to the doctor, children 
should get a laxative that tastes good— 
one they take willingly! but Nor an adult 
laxative. A child’s system is delicate, 
after all—and needs a special laxative. 
The doctor recommends Castoria.”’ 





6. Well, I was off in a jiffy for a bottle 
of Castoria. And it’s turned out to be 
all the doctor said. But more than that- 
Johnny’s my boy again. No more tan- 
trums when he needs a laxative. He comes 
a-running to his dad for Castoria! 


CASTORIA 


The modern—SAFE—laxative made especially for children 





| year. 


Succes Story 


Continued from page 25 





could think of some way to soften that 
brutal parallel. 

“Mail?” Helooked up automatically. 

“VYes,”’ She pulled her face together. 
“Looks like a cheque, too.” She handed 
him the letter, watched him open it 
with that suffocated feeling still strong 
inside her. “How much?” She made 
her voice eager. 

“Ten dollars, from that friend of your 
Aunt Bertha’s who had _ insomnia 
remember? And a note on the bill saying 
thanks, and she’s sending a friend of 
hers to see me. Hope she turns up, hope 
she’s rich.” There was satisfaction in 
his voice, satisfaction and pride. He 
was stowing the cheque carefully, almost 
tenderly, in his wallet. “You know, 
Katie”—he looked up and there was a 
sort of glow on his face, that glow he'd 
had when he came in from seeing the 
dishwasher, that glow he always had 
when he felt he was accomplishing some- 
thing—‘sometimes I think almost the 
most fun in the world is making a 
living.” 

She stood there beside the desk, 
feeling the crackly stiffness of the 
letter in her pocket. ai suppose it is.” 
She managed to smile brightly as she 
wondered how she was going to tell him. 
“I suppose it is, for men.” 

He smiled back, a sudden almost 
unbearably sweet smile because it was 
like a little boy in its naive pride. 
“Maybe,” he grinned, “maybe I can 
make it three hundred and nine this 
Maybe we'll make the grade, 
somehow.” 

She stood there smiling wetly down 


| at him, and all at once that horrible 
crackle in her pocket was gone, gone, | 


because the letter was gone, the ugly 


| cheque was gone, winging its way back 


to where it came from. 


but personal reasons make me_ request 
. return the manuscript . . . vour 
cheque enclosed . . . Perhaps some time 
later on extremely 
wouldn’t be hard to do. It wouldn’t be a 
hard letter to write, quite simple, really. 
Because she didn’t want the cheque. 
She couldn’t even use the cheque, not 
now. What she wanted was that glow 
in Ted’s face. What she could use, what 
they could both use to help them toward 
success, was that glow. You might fail, 
with money in your pocket, even with a 
windfall like three hundred dollars you 
might fail, but not with that glow, not 
if you could manage never to lose it. 
She smiled down at him less wetly 
now, the sudden 
“Three hundred and nine,” she repeated 
proudly, genuinely proudly, “if you 
don’t make it at least nine hundred and 
nine this year I'l lose a bet with myself.” 


tears were drying. 


She rumpled his hair tenderly. “Big 
i ae 
shot,” she said with warm mockery. 
He pulled her down onto his lap. 
“Now if only Work 


come crashing through with fifty or a 


Women’s would 
hundred dollars,” he said comfortably, 
“ 

you could go out and buy yourself a 
lot of lovely new clothes, Katie. It'd be 
nice to see you in some swank new 
clothes, but I'd still like you best in 
this old 


“What do you think has happened to 
> 


sweater.” Ile considered. 
those articles of yours, anyway 

“Oh,” she said lightly and happily, 
“they'll come strolling back any day 
now of course, but I don’t care. We'll 
We couldn’t help making 


out with you around.” 


make out, 


I am so sorry, | 


grateful. It 


Peso 
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A Kiss for Santa 
who gives 
“Mir-O-Kleer” hose 


The very nicest Christmas 
gift possible. Useful—what 
woman ever had too 
many? Lovely — because 
Kayser stockings are so 
bewitchingly sheer. Two 
pairs at least, please. A 
whole stocking wardrobe 
would be wonderful! 


BE WISER GIVE KAYSER 
Made in Canada 


sheer and service. weights 


¢- 


and up 
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There’s twice the thrill 


“TWICE THE THRILL” Is RIGHT—if you give her this hand- 
some combination desk and sewing machine. She'll be 
delighted with the trim lines of the modern, walnut desk. 


She'll vet a lifetime of smooth sewing performance 


SEWING HELPS THAT COST LITTLE Tories and save 
big time. a. The Singer Electric Iron Set, 
complete with full-size Automatic Iron, the 
Junior Iron for fine work, the cord control, 


$13.20 the set. B. The Singer Zigzagger that 


embroiders, appliques, monograms right on 
her sewing machine, $1.20. ¢ The Self Skirt 
Marker, 98¢. ». The machine pinker for pink- 


Ing seals, oilcloth, felt, or leather, $6.00, 


You, too, can serve by saving. 


Buy War Saving Certificates. 


ina 








from the Singer electric inside, with its new, de luxe 
features that eliminate many tedious sewing tasks. Ask 
about our liberal trade-in offer and low terms—as little 


as $10 down—$5 a month. 


Hk y ae Kg 
“AVERYBODY MAKES JOKES about giving prac- 
tical gifts to mother—all except mother. 





To her, the height of luxury would be a new 
Singer sewing machine—with the modern im- 
provements that make sewing a joy. Both the 
new treadle and electric models are miracles of 
speedy performance. 

This page is full of magic time-savers she'd 
love to have, but hesitates to ask for. Look them 
over, and remember this: you'll get double thanks 
because you picked a Singer. It’s the name backed 
by vears of reliable service—a guarantee of the 
finest quality your money can buy. 

SINGER SEWING MACHINE COMPANY 


EASY BUDGET TERMS! Your Singer Man will arrange easy 
budget ‘‘Payments-to-Suit’”—and give you a liberal 
trade-in allowance on your old sewing machine. 


* * * 


FREE WITH EVERY SINGER sewing machine—a complete 
course in dressmaking or home decorating at your 
Singer Sewing Center. Also free checkups on your 
machine. Ask, too, for your free copy of the new 


Fashion Book. 





FOR THE LADY WHO loves to sew—but who prefers the 
portable type—this inexpensive Singer electric is per 
fect. So compact it’s easily stored away in a closet- 

so sturdily built, it gives as many years of service as 
a big Singer machine. And it’s easy to buy, with terms 


as low as #5 down, &3 monthly 


SINGER IS THE ONLY SEWING MACHINE MADE IN CANADA 


A LOVELY PIECE OF FURNITURE to grace any room in the 


house. This is only one of a wide variety of Singer 
cabinets available for as little as $10 down—$%5 a 
month. Modern treadle machines with many improved 
features also are available and may be electrified later 


at small cost. See them at your Singer Shop! 


BY CANADIAN WORKMEN FROM CANADIAN MATERIALS, 








Eye-thrilling Debs win Glamour 
with a Woodbury Facial Cocktail | 
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ROTED SOCIETY COMMENTATOR SAYS: 


monster goes to work among her rivals. How do ‘debs’ hold their 
circle of admirers? They rely on a Woodbury Facial 


“The moment a glamorous debutante shows up at a party, the green-eyed 
Cocktail to stir beauty in their complexions.” 





“Often I rush from one date to the 
next,” says Jo. “But I always enjoy 


Jo is active in social work. “After 
long hours at the Day Nursery, a 
Woodbury Facial Cocktail makes 


my tired skin feel grand.” 


She’s natural, she’s lovely. Has 
loads of friends. “*A smooth skin 
a good rousing skin treatment with 
Woodbury Facial Soap first.”” 


helps a girl to be popular. So | 
give my vote to Woodbury.” 


aa ZZ 


a DISASTROUS to your date book,” debs 
will tell you, “to let your skin droop 
with fatigue.” So the debs take a Woodbury 






Facial Cocktail at first signs of murky skin. 
A quick cleansing with Woodbury Facial 

Soap soon routs dirt and skin weariness. 

Woodbury’s ‘cocktail lather” helps revive, 


make skin bright. Try this beauty cocktail! “ror THE SKIN YOU LOVE TO TOUCH” 


(MADE IN CANADA) , 


but I’m hanging onto you for a while, 
to start the second picture.” My heart 
sank. He chuckled. “You might not 
come back tomorrow. You're liable to 

° ie Rakes Cialan ete © eiataes 
disappear into thin air.” I thought: 
There’s more truth than poetry there. 
“You can’t be real.” Suddenly he 
walked over and confronted me. “It’s 
Is it an act?” 


probably an act. 
For a moment I 


I started guiltily. 
thought he meant my being there at all, 
because my mind had been occupied 
trying to figure how many more days 
would elapse before the second picture 
would be safely in Barton’s hands. 

“Don’t be silly,” I said. 

Whitney picked up the script, and 
began turning pages. “Wedding dress 
.. . wedding dress. Why do they always 
have to describe the wedding dress right 
down to the last gory detail. Just to 
belabor the artist and make his lot 
miserable. Why not the groom for a 
change. Something easy for the painter. 
The poor old groom. All he rates is the 
bills. He doesn’t get mentioned.” 

I said: “Wouldn’t it look silly in a 
story—‘the groom wore the conventional 
black’?” 

Whitney gave me a dark look. “You 
forgot the gardenia.” He threw down 
the manuscript. “I can’t find that 
description, though I came across it 
once. What are you wearing?” 

“What am I[ wearing?” | 
blankly. Then I said hastily, seeing his 
quick look, “‘Velvet. White, of course. 
A fitted basque and a full skirt. There 
are undersleeves of Valenciennes lace. 
The—” 

“The headgear,” John Whitney in- 
terrupted. “I suppose it’s a_ tiny 
tricorn-shaped apology for a hat, with 


Ce hoed 


white ostrich feathers around the inside 
of the brim. No veil.” 
“Why, yes,” 


” 


] murmured, “Yes, it 
is. 

“Just like in the story.” Whitney 
eyed me. 

“It happens to be high fashion right 
at the moment. ] 
always follow the trends.” 

He didn’t answer. 
over to the telephone and dialled a 
number with his back turned to me. 
My heart began to beat painfully. He 
knew. He was calling Hoyt. What a 
mess I’d made of things. “A little 
agent had said. 
Destroy the 


Throw me out? 


imagine authors 


Instead he walked 


’? 
temperamental,” my 
What 


picture he had made? 


would he do? 


Over his shoulder he said, “Wouldn't 
* 

you think 

Then, “United Express?” I heard him 

say. I sat back weakly in my chair. 

When he hung _up he said, ““You were 

supposed to remind me.” 


somebody’d be original.’’ 


He pushed some things off one of the 
trunks, lifted the lid, took out some- 
thing white, and tossed it over to me. 
“Put that on. I want to get the effect 
of the white against your face.” 

It was an exquisitely embroidered 
shawl, all white. I put it around my 
shoulders. 

“No, no,” Whitney growled. 

I looked up in confusion, 

He strode over to me, leaped onto th¢ 
dais, whipped the shawl from my 
shoulders with one of his quick, decisive 
gestures, and placed it on my _ head. 
Without looking in my face, he took 
hold of my chin and roughly tilted it, at 
the same time bringing the shaw! under 
it, and then tossing the end of the shawl 
over my shoulder. He started to step 
down, then turned and put his hand 
under my chin, raising my face to his, 
He looked at me with a curious expres- 


sion. 
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“You're blushing,” he said gruffly, 
‘L am not,” I denied hotly. 


HE KEPT his comments to himself for 
the rest of the afternoon, painting 
diligently and quietly. One more day 
to go, my brain sang. One more day, 
and I'll be out of this. 

When at last he decided to call a halt, 
he reached into his pocket and brought 
out his hand, empty. “‘I’ll have to give 
you a cheque, Miss—” 

He put out his tongue in his cheek 
and regarded me quizzically. They say a 
criminal always uses his own initials or 
transposes his name a little. I said, 
quickly, “Make it out to Vivian Fox.” 

When I changed back into my own 
clothes and came out into the studio 
again, he had the cheque in his hand. 
Without looking at it, I folded it and 
put it in my pocket. At the door, | 
turned, “You don’t need to tell me. 
‘Be on time’.””. I mimicked his gruff 
tones. I didn’t look back, but I felt him 
standing at the head of the stairs, 
watching me, probably looking a little 
annoyed that I beat him to it, 


| WAS sitting in the Restaurant 
Francais with Arthur Brewster, when in 
the midst of demolishing a Fraises 
Josépbine with all the concentration of a 
man to whom food is the be-all and 
end-all of his existence, he looked up and 
said: “Jinx, you’re terribly quiet.” 

“’m thinking,” I replied. 

“Don’t do it,” he advised, talking, as 
usual, with his mouth full. 

I had been staring at the skating rink, 
trying not to remember that I was 
skating on thin ice myself. The thought 
that tomorrow would finish the whole 
business up was little comfort. My face 
burned every time I thought of John 
Whitney, my chin in his hand, saying, 
“You're blushing,” and I felt miserable. 
It irked me, the whole small episode, 
and | tried to figure out what possible 
interpretation he could put on the fact 
that out of all the faces he’d tilted up in 
his procession of drawings, only one 
should become suffused with red. In 
order to explain it, | would have to tell 
him that I was not a professional model, 
and therefore could hardly be expected 
to act like one. That I could not do. 

With a fork poised halfway to his 
mouth, Arthur asked, “‘What were you 
thinking of?” 

I answered, “ Nothing,” and just then, 
the way those absurd coincidences hap- 
pen, | looked away from Arthur, and 
there was the object of my thoughts, 
waiting for a table, and watching the 
uniformed attendants propelling the 
small fry over the ice. I tore my glance 
away, but not swiftly enough, and there 
was no doubt of his intention when he 
saw me, 

He came straight over, and | was 
instantly glad that we had a small table 
and that he could not pull up a chair 
and harass me with his mocking grin 
and his unspoken, “You’re blushing.” 


When | Arthur, John 


Whitney said heartily, “Ah, the gentle- 


int re »duced 


man.” 

Arthur looked a little blank and | 
tried to their attention, but 
Whitney was as persistent as a puppy 
take it 


divert 


worrying an old slipper. “I 
° ° ” 
congratulations are in order. 

Arthur said stiffly, “I’ve afraid you're 
confusing me with someone else.” 

I bit my lip. Whitney lifted one eye- 
brow, cocked an eye at me. Then he 
said, ‘‘ Tut-tut, Miss Fox.” 

I shot Arthur a quick frown, and 

vx Continued on page 37 
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"My Grandmother and 
My Mother Used 


DIAMOND DYES 





The Groom Were the 
Comuentional lach 


Continued from page 34 





whatever he was going to say, he thought 
better of it, but I could see the glance- 
crossing was not lost on the astute Mr. 
Picasso Whitney. 

“Tomorrow, Mr. Whitney, at nine?” 
I enquired, inclining my head a Iittle. 

“If it’s at all possible, Miss Fox,” he 
said, 

My face still burned when he had 


gone on, 


DIAMOND DYES GIVE SUCH DEPENDABLE | 


RESULTS WITH SO LITTLE COST AND EFFORT | 


Three generations of thrifty, beauty-loving | 


women have used Diamond Dyes to bring 
fresh charm of colour to clothing and home 
decorations, From mother to daughter the 


use of Diamond Dyes has been handed on | 


as a family tradition for these reasons: 


« Longer-lasting, more permanent colours 
XK Rich, lustrous colours—like new material 


*« All the wanted popular colours of the season | 
K Inexpensive—go further because more con- | 


centrated 
XK Simple to use either as tints or dyes 
XK Perfect results the rule 












Sake your own 


Ramada 


ALL WOOL FASHION CREPE 








“What’s ‘Miss Fox’ stuff?” 
Arthur began at once. 

“He has an impediment in his speech 
and can’t say ‘Faulkner,’” I replied. 


“If you ask me, you’re in love with 


this 


him.” 
. “T loathe him!” 
“Same thing.” 


HE HAD his back to the door when | 
entered the studio promptly at nine the 
next day, and he didn’t speak until | 
had taken off my hat and coat. Then 
he said carelessly, “Was that little date 
last night what is known as the back- 
ward glance before streaking it for the 
altar?” He turned around and looked 
down at me, his brown eyes shining 
arrogantly. I gave him look for look, 
then turned away without answering. 
He shrugged. I picked up the shawl 
from the back of a chair, and put it on, 
while he watched with wry amusement. 

I thought, “This won’t take long. He 
did most of the picture yesterday. I'll 
be out of here in a couple of hours, and 
if I keep still, nothing can happen.” | 
was wrong. He didn’t work with the 
sureness of the other two days; he 
scowled and puttered around, threw 
paintbrushes down and picked up others, 
only to throw them down again. Once 


I had the glimmer of an idea, but it 
( seemed too utterly preposterous, I 
liked to think about it, though. I 


liked to think that in some remote way 
I was responsible for his inability to 
concentrate on the picture, but it was 
absurd on the face of it. People don’t 
go around being rude and sarcastic to 








-but why 
give-in to 


“REGULAR” PAIN? 











Don’t you know about MIDOL? 


It’s old-fashioned— giving up activities 
you enjoy and’ giving-in to functional 
periodic pain. Midol has proved it to 
millions of women, and can probably 


prove it to you, 


Midol is a new formula, made for its 
special purpose, It contains no opiates. 
One effective ingredient is prescribed 
frequently by many doctors. Another in- 
gredient, exclusively in Midol, increases 


the comforting effect by reducing spasmo- 


dic pain peculiar to the periodic process. 

Unless they have some organic disorder 
needing medical or surgical care, most 
women who try Midol enjoy welcome 
relief. Why don’t you try it? If “regular” 
pain isn’t eased, consult your doctor. Ask 


for Midol at your nearest drugstore. 






TO TRY MIDOL FREE 


Send your name and address to 
Generar Druc Co., Dept. B-1240, Windsor, 
Ontario. Trial box will be mailed prepaid. 











In stories, perhaps. 





people they like. 


stores or write / The love-hate version to the contrary. 


W., Toronto ) 


( 54 inches wide. At all leading 
i Hollins, Ltd., 266 King St. 
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I shook my head. 

It had begun to grow dark in the 
studio when John Whitney finally said, 
“Ready for the oven.” 

I stretched a little, stepped down and 
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New Catalogue of 


all 


imited LINENS survey ed the picture. 
» and He said, “It isn’t often a bride-to-be 
7 613-C Granville S-) REAL LACES || gets a chance to see herself done in oils 





Vancouver, Canada : > pee 
in her wedding dress before her 


marriage. ..+ what do you know about this new British 
I was beginning to wish I had never 


antiseptic my friends recommend so highly?” 


mentioned the subject. 
“By the way,” he continued, “‘what 
are your views on marriage?” ‘DETT¢ IL’, the new antiseptic from 
*Garbled,” I replic d shortly. England, is effective and pleasant even 
He didn’t lg ee “ati for intimate, personal uses. Modern 
, oe tan Dai 9 ; a. tes . 
e didn tsmile, Fe Uo re painting women consider’ DETTOL’ an essential 
down from the easel slowly, and placed part of their regular health and dainti- 
ness routine —because it is a clean, 
clear liquid with an agreeable 


CROCHET 
DECORATION 
— for the HOME 


This Booklet tells 
how to make them 





It is an excellent deodorant. ‘DETTOL’ 
is already in use in the maternity and 
surgical wards of leading Canadian hos- 
pitals. It has been used by British 
doctors and in British homes for years. 
*‘DETTOL’ is recommended not only 


He seemed dispirited. | 
for personal uses, but also for cuts, 


it in the oven, 
Full working instruc- 





finn tam eneine hes I put on my things and, with my hand : ; : 
lightfully modern on the doorknob, turned. | —— non-poisonous and — abrasions, bites, in the bath, and as 
crochet, tatting and 4 , does not stain even the  aé gargle for sore throats and other 
knitting motifs are Don't forget to call the express | finest linen. home uses. 
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available in our eW HT company,” 1 said, 
15e at your favourite \ hitne V closed the oven door and 
ae came toward me, digging down tn his YOUR DRUGGST HAS 
MAIL THIS COUPON ae * » MOSS ‘ J 
| pants pocket for my fee, and as he 
COTTON COMPANY. | handed me the money, I added un- | 
Dept. X-108, P. O. Box 519, Montreal, Que necessarily ae If vou don’t, it won't get 
‘the H wherever it’s going on time.” | (TRADE MARK) 
» didn’t answer me right away. WAI 
He —o | a THE MODERN ANTISEPTIC 
When he did, he merely said, “Yeah. | 
You’re right.””. He held out his hand, | Ws —_ Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limited, Pharmaceutical Dept., Montreal 
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BLACK 
WITH 


GLITTER 


Pattern descriptions on page 38, 


No. 3592— Pleats, to cause a flutter when 
you walk—dozens of them, lending grace to 
the narrow silhouette. Look elegantly 
casual in sheer grey wool, or glamorous in 
night-black crepe with starry rhinestone 
ac cessories, 

No. 3605—If every cloud has a silver 
lining, why not your pockets too? Feel 
gaily brave in cloud-black velvet with 
silver lamé-lined pockets; or In soft russe . 
be rich as Midas, find gold when you dig for 
your hanky! 
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No. 3597—-Wear this in beloved black 
with a single gleaming clip to dramatize th¢ 
curved yoke. Make it stunningly formal, 
with glittering jet paillettes—or simple as 
Susan in a bright-for-winter shade of fine, 


fine wool, 


No. 3594—The adored “young littl 
dress” with brief, smart details. You'll be 
happy to depend on it week in and week 
but, in soft olive green wool or brilliant 
flame silk jersey. 


Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
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This Christmas, give the gift they will 
have and use forever —the Parker Blue 
He j Diamond Vacumatic Pen, or Set — Guaran- 
my mo mee teed for Life! 


nust 


he se 


said, a" The Parker Vacumatic is the only pen of its 
a kind in the world. For sheer beauty it is incom- 
ined parable. Its “one-hand” Sacless Filler makes filling 
ae easier, leaves room for almost twice as much ink 
ane “ capacity Full Television Barrel lets you SEE the 
gly, » ink level. 
that sere Vi The velvet-smooth Osmiridium-tipped 14-Kt. 
ie Gold Point makes writing “glide” easily, untiringly. 
are ee Never was a writing instrument made with greater 


ai care — to give unbounded satisfaction. 


loyt \ i Select the Parker Vacumatic Pens and Sets at 
Le any nearby pen counter. Then you will be sure 
oa that your gift matches your regard for the one 


” 
yu. 
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Ding eee . THE PARKER FOUNTAIN PEN 
COMPANY LIMITED e TORONTO, CANADA 
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1. A winning little gift of fragrant, re- 
freshing Apple Blossom Complexion 
Soap in the charming gift box . . . .50 


2. Nestling attractively in the gay 
Christmas box . . . a bottle of Apple 
Blossom Cologne and a shaker box of 
the powder (small sizes) . . . . . 1.25 


3. A most engaging little gift, full of 
charm. A bottle of Apple Blossom 
Cologne and a box of Apple Blossom 
POWwGe. SOE NMG sa ee im ew Ae 


4. An entrancing bath set of Bath Oil, 
Body Powder, Cologne (small sizes) and 
Complexion Soap all in the winning 
Apple Blossom fragrance in a Christmas 
pe ea alg 5 wee eee 


5. Mme Rubinstein’s five Classic beauty 
preparations, personalized for dry or 
normal and oily skin. Luxurious home 
beauty treatment . 1.95 


UBI | 





6. Quartette for the perfect beauty ritual. 
Refreshing Apple Blossom Cologne, 
Powder with Puff, Bath Soap and an 
PO ss Berar ach gr Ge 


7. Stowaway kit with eight Rubinstein 
prepares, envelope for tissues, comb, 
ig mirror, and room for other little 
necessities, black or brown 12.50 
8. Light, dreamy Slumber Song fragrance 
for your pillow. In two dram ase. 
2.25. In angel design bottle in domed 
RASS tia yy. . 5.00 
9. A gift in the grand manner; a complete 
Apple Blossom set of Cologne, Body 
Powder, Bath Oil, Powder Cologne, Face 
Powder, Perfume, Soap and Atomizer. 
eg fare . 6.50 


10. A combination she'll love ...a 
shaker of fragrant Apple Blossom Body 
Powder and generous bottle of Cologne 
WOOO Ss oe ek el eee 


AT SMART DEPARTMENT STORES AND DRUG STORES 


helena rubinstein 


126 Bloor Street West 


LONDON e 


TORONTO ° 


NEW YORK 


grinned at me cheerfully, “Good-by, 
Miss Fox,” he said. 

**Good-by.” 

It occurred to me then that I didn’t 
It had been fun, much 
writing, and it 


want to go. 
more exciting than 
seemed a shame that it had to come to 
an end, yet what could I do about it? | 
couldn’t linger, like a little girl walking 
home from school, drawing a stick along 
a picket fence, waiting for No. 1 boy to 
catch up to her. Absurd. It was all 
right to make up mythical puppets out 
of my imagination, give them dialogue 
and motivation, on paper, but | 
certainly couldn’t think of a blessed 
thing to say to prolong this moment. | 
looked up at him, standing there with 
a faint grin on his face. 

““Good-by,” I said hastily. 

Walking home, I thought: “A fine 
tower of lies you built up. He doesn’t 
even know your name. This is a big 
place. Even if he wanted to, he couldn’t 
find you again.” Then I argued back: 
“What of it? You said you didn’t want 
to model. You’re an author, not a 
model,” 

That night, I dreamed I was one of 
the Tiller Girls, by name Pamela. John 
Whitney came backstage to see me, 
wearing a bowler hat, and carrying a 
small bouquet set in a paper doily. He 
said, “Don’t ever give a man your wrong 
name again. In fact don’t ever give a 
man your right name again. It won’t be 
necessary. You won't have it long.” 
“Oh, Johnny,” I whispered, “how did 
you know?” “TI got an idea when you 
told me about that love-hate stuff. | 
figured you hated me so hard, you must 
love me some.” “You don’t mind 
about my careering?” “As long as you 
don’t neglect my short shorts, I don’t 
mind about your short-shorts,” he said. 
At which remark I blushed a maidenly 
blush. But when I looked again, my 
agent’s head had taken his place under 
the bowler hat. It was all 
confusing. 


very 


BY THE next day, things had come to 
a pretty pass. I couldn’t eat and, what 
was worse, I couldn’t write. Worrying 
about those pictures. And write I must, 
or | wouldn’t eat. I'd roll in a piece of 
paper, stare at it, write, “The quick 
brown fox jumps over the lazy dog,” 
just to get practice in the alphabet, 
cover the tyepewriter, and pace the 
floor. 

The next day, it ‘was the same. | 
rolled in a fresh sheet, picked out, “‘ Now 
is the time for all good men to come to 
the aid of their party,” and suddenly | 
remembered that I hadn’t let my agent 
know of my that all the 
pictures were in. 

When I got him on the phone, I said, 
““I suppose Barton’s as 
Punch.” 

“Who is this? 

“It’s Jinx. Virginia Faulkner.” 

“Pleased, Jinx! He’s mad! Says he 
has the page proofs ready, and may have 
to rip the whole thing out.” 

“But why? Why?” I was_ in- 
credulous. 

“You did fine, Jinx, as far as it went. 
I mean you must have kept right after 
him, because the first two pictures came 
in in record time, but the third picture 


progress, 


pleased as 
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never arrived. Whitney says it must 
have gone astray, that he called the 
express people, and they said they would 
refund the value of the picture, which 
means absolutely nothing to us or to 
Whitney.” 

My heart gave a curious little leap. 

“Why?” I whispered, though I knew 
the answer. 

“Because without that third picture 
the other two are no good and—listen to 
this, Jinx. 
Whitney can’t locate the model, which 
means a new model for all three pictures. 
Says she dropped right out of the sky, 
and he knows nothing about her—her 
name, where she lives, or anything. Can 
you tie that?” His voice crackled so 
loudly I had to hold the receiver away 
from my ear. 

“No,” I said faintly, “I can’t.” 

*“* All he knew about her was that she 
He was more 


They’re no good because 


was going to be married. 
concerned over that than the pictures, 
it seemed. What a mess. Did you ever 
hear such a story, Jinx? Just dropped 
out of the sky.” 

“No,” I said. “No, I never did.” 

He went on a little longer. Usually 
he’s a very mild man, very pleasant. 
Nothing ruffles him. Finally I broke in. 

“IT think I can fix things,” I said. 

“Now, Jinx, don’t go off half-cocked. 
You might rile him—” 

“No, really, I’ve got an idea. Tell 
Just tell Mr. 


I replaced 


you about it some time. 
Barton to hold everything.” 
the receiver very softly. 


WHEN I opened the studio door, John 
Whitney didn’t look up. He was 
mixing paints. “Don’t need anyone 
today. Hire all models through an 
agency.” He went on mixing. | leaned 
against the door. 

“T heard you were in a little jam,” | 
said. 

His head came up quickly. 
have been awfully relieved about those 
pictures, the way his face lit up. He 
came quickly over to me, pinned my 
arms down against my sides, and said, 
“Well, well.”” Then he took off my hat. 
“Sit up there,” he said. He walked 
away from me, still smiling, then stopped 
suddenly, wheeled around, and came 
over to me. For a moment he did not 
speak, then he said quietly, unsmilingly, 
“It just occurs to me, young lady, that 
your return is very er—timely.” 

I studied my fingernails critically. 

“There are high-jinks going on, and I 
want to beletinonthem. Howdid you 
know I was looking for you? Hoyt 
never heard of you, said you weren’t 
listed with his agency. I even called 
Thorndike. He'd never heard of you.” 

He was very angry. I looked up at 
him once and his eyes were snapping 
mad. I dropped my head. 

“It’s a long story,” I hedged. 

“Make it short!” he snapped. 

“I wrote it,” I said. “That tr-trash.” 

For a moment, he didn’t 
“So,” he said at last, on a kind of 
hissing note. “‘Barton thinks of a new 
way to bedevil me.” 

“It wasn’t his fault. If you had let me 
explain when I came here—” 

“So that’s why you were so glib. ‘I 


He must 


speak, 


don’t have to model any more,’” he 
* Continued on page 40 


Descriptions of Patterns on Page 36 


No. 3592—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. Size 16 
requires, 4% yards of 39 inch fabric; 2% yards 
of 54 inch fabric. Price, 25 cents. 
requires, 342 yards of 39 inch fabric; 2% yards 

No. 3605—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. Size 16 
of 54 inch fabric, for dress. Contrast for 
Collar and Pocket Facing: '% yard of 35 inch, 
39 inch or 44 inch fabric. Price, 20 cents. 


No. 3597—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. Size 16 
requires, 3% yards of 39 inch fabric; 2% yards 
of 54 inch fabric. Price, 25 cents. 


No, 3594—-Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. Size 16 
requires, 34% yards of 39 inch fabric; 2% yards 
of 50 inch fabric; 2% yards of 54 inch fabric 
Price, 25 cents. 
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CHATELAINE, DECEMBER. 1940 
“T think 


The swing door of the pantry was being 
pushed slowly open by an_invisibk 
He 


watched, tense with anxiety. The doo: 


” he began, but stop) d 
gan, Stopped, 


force; he could see a light there. 


swung wide, and stopped, and the maid 
came In slowly, carrying a cake covered 
with little lighted candles. She came so 
very slowly, the little flames all slanting 
in one direction. She set the cake before 
Rex. 

“TI made it!” 
in the dimness her voice had a note of 


said Mrs. Bonnell, and 


gay triumph. 

‘“*You made it?” he repeated. 

e hope you like chocolate cake,” she 
said. “And it’s an almond icing.” 

““But—” he said, “‘do you mean 
for me?” 

“Why, of course!” she said, laughing. 
“Alison told us it was your birthday.” 

And you made a cake for me? he 
thought. He was still standing, his hand 
on the back of his chair; he looked down 
at the little flames in a sort of daze. 

Rex!’ said Alison’s voice. ‘Here’s 
Mr. Cowling!” 

This is what happens in a dream, 
Rex thought. There was all the confused 


it’s 


wrongness of a dream: the wrong people, 
the people who shouldn’t meet, brought 
here together, in the dark. 

“Mrs. Bonnell,” he said, “may I intro- 
duce Mr. Cowling—’”’ 

“Sit down, Mr. Cowling” she said 
cheerfully. 

“Thanks,” said Jake. “Thanks very 
much, but I’m afraid I can’t stay.” 

“You must have a piece of Rex’s 
cake,”’ she said. 

“Thank you” Jake said gravely, and 
his tall figure advancing 
cautiously, Like a dream, all of them 
here together in the dark, with the little 


Rex saw 


candle flames burning brightly. 
**Rex,” Alison said, and took 
hand. “You make a wish and 
then blow out the candles, and see how 
long it will take to come true.” 
He held her hand tight, and didn’t 
“Rex...” she said, tn her slow, 


his 


must 


stir. 
gentle voice, and he bent and blew at 
the candles. They streamed backward 
and went out, all of them. 


“Good!” said Jake. 


A WINDOW shade went up with asnap, 
another and the came 
in bright and hot. Jake Cowling was 
standing beside Mrs. Bonnell, elegant and 
negligent, in a dark suit and blue shirt, 
his thin fair hair very neat, his blue 
eyes mild and a little melancholy in his 
He looked at 
“Didn't 
your birthday,” he said. 


another; sun 


Rex with an 
know it 
“Many happy 


tanned face. 


anxious smile. was 


returns, and so on.” 
“You must cut the cake, Rex,’ 


Mrs. Bonnell. “*And Mr. Cowling must 


” 


said 
just try it. 
“Looks very 
Rex took up the knife; he did badly; 


his hand was not steady. Jake got an 


piece; he looked 


handsome,” Jake said, 


| ] 
enormous lopsided 
down at it with asort of alarm. Then a 
é 
plate ot ice cream was set Dbetore him. 


“Oh, thanks!’ he said. “1 hanks very 
much, but I’m afraid | haven’t time for 
Looks delicious but the thing Is 


if you'll excuse my disturbing this nice 


this. 
little party—there’s this business thing.” 
Ile was looking at Mrs. Bonnell with 
deferential politeness, “*There’s a fellow 
over at the golf club now I'd like Rex to 
meet. When I called the hotel and found 


out he was going to be out here only 

some forty miles from the club 

seemed like a lucky coincidence. 5S l 
. 9 

stopped by. 


"a see!” said Mrs. Be nnell brightly 


The: d set a bottle of wine before 


Bonnell, and a corkscrew. “ A client gave 


me this,” Bonnell said. “I believe it’s 


pretty good. I thought we'd open it—for 
the occasion. We'll all have a drink 


” 


before you go, 

“T’m not going,” Rex said. 

He hadn’t meant to speak like that, 
with that brusque finality. But he 
didn’t know how to explain, I can’t go, 
that’s all, he thought. Not Not 
with this cake, and the bottle of wine. 
Not when they’ve taken me in like this. 

That’s a 


now, 


it, he 
thought, surprised by his own phrase. 
But that’s just how it is. 


queer way to put 
They had 
brought him in here, into this house 
like a they 
accepted him as one of themselves, the 


thousand others; had 
people who stood by one another, and 
by the things they’d built up; one of 
thousands, of millions. And he felt that 
he belonged with them, and had to stand 
by them. It’s when you’re outside that 
you feel like throwing a monkey wrench 
into the works, he thought. But if 
you’re inside, it’s—different ... 

He couldn’t explain that to Jake, 
Jake’s been so darn nice to me, 
he thought. I think such a lot of him. 
He’s trying to do me a good turn, and I 
just say I’m not going with him.. . 

The maid was circling the table, 
1g 
could only tell Jake, Rex thought, in a 
sort of despair. 

“‘Well,” said Bonnell, “here’s to you, 
Rex!” 

Jake pushed back his 
and Rex had to look at him. 
there with the glass in his hand, and he 
was smiling, a vague smile, kind, a little 
melancholy. “The best of everything, 
Rex!” he said, and drained the glass and 
it down. “Thank you!” he said 
earnestly to everybody in general. 
“Thanks very Very nice... 
Sorry I have to hurry away.” 

“PII go out to the car with you,” said 
Rex, and turned to Mrs. Bonnell. ‘“‘If 


ever, 


filling the wineglasses carefully. 


chair and rose, 
He stood 


set 


much. 


” 


you'll excuse me, please 

He went with Jake along the hall and 
to the verandah. “Jake...” 
... He wanted to explain, but 


out he 
said. “I 
that was beyond him. “I’m sorry,” he 
said, 

‘**Think nothing of it,” said Jake, and 


laid his hand on _ Rex’s’ shoulder. 
“Lovely girl,” he said. ‘‘Nice people. 
Stick to them. It’s—” He made a 
vague gesture with his hand. ‘So 


long,” he said. ‘“*Good luck, Rex!’ 

I1E RAN down the steps and got into 
his beautiful little car; he drove off, not 
looking back, off into his own world. 
Rex knew 


He 


the sense of excitement and 


And he was gone for good. 
that. I'll miss him, he thought. 
would miss 
adventure; he would miss the touch of 
to everything; he 


¢ leganc ec Jake pave 


would miss Jake himself. 


**Rex?” Alison said beside him. He 
put his arm around her and drew het 
close to him, and she laid her cheek 
against his. ‘“‘Jake Cowling is nice, 


’ | .7 


Re x.” she sald, “VV he n | was talk ng to 


him out here for a moment, he said why 

didn’t I come along to the golf club,” 

Would you have gone ‘i Rex asked. 
' 


sec 


ure!’ she said. “I'd go anywhere 
\\ 1 you.” 
‘Then I guess I’ll have to watch my 
« Sag Rex said holding het close. 


[hey went back into the dining room 
and sat down at the table again, 

“More wine, Rex?” Bonnell asked, 

“Thank you, sir!’ Rex said. 

Good wine, but nothing remarkable. 
Thousands of bottles like it. Only, 
vas offered to him in fellowship, and he 
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"My skin seems so acid- { 


bat dal 9 eof 


Are you one of the many women who com- 
plain of this? .. . then try these different 
creams ... the milk of magnesia acts on 
the excess acid accumulations on the skin. 


— 


“My skin seems so acid—what shall 
I do for it?” 

“How can I help keep my skin from 
losing its freshness, its firmness, its 
suppleness?” 





“How can I help prevent blemishes 
enlarged pores, oily shine, blackheads, 
dryness and roughness?” 


If you are asking these worried ques- 
tions, put these beauty-giving Milk of 
Magnesia creams to work on your skin! 


How they work. You know how Milk of 
Magnesia relieves an internal condition 
of excess gastric acidity. These Milk of 
Magnesia creams act in the same bene- 
ficial way on the external excess acid 
accumulations on the skin and help to 
prevent and overcome unsightly faults and 
to beautify the skin. 


PHILLIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA TEXTURE CREAM. 
Here’s beauty-giving action you've never 
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known before in a face cream! Its differ- 
ence is due to acid-neutralizing Milk of 
Magnesia. It also contains cholesterol, 
which, by retaining moisture, helps to 
keep your skin youthfully smooth, firm 
and supple. 


An ideal foundation. Phillips’ Texture 
Cream is unlike any foundation you’ve 
ever tried before! This is because the 
Milk of Magnesia really prepares the skin 
by smoothing away rougliness and over- 
coming oiliness. Powder and rouge go on 
evenly and stay on without frequent need 
of touching up. 


PHILLIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA CLEANSING 
CREAM. And for a really clean skin, just try 
Phillips’ Cleansing Cream! The Milk of 
Magnesia not only loosens and absorbs sur- 
face dirt and make-up, but penetrates the 
pores, neutralizing the excess fatty acid 
accumulations as it cleans and leaving 
your skin soft, smooth and thoroughly clean. 
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h of Phillips’ two creams. 









Foe Tater ERe emer neh me te mopemer reper weanentseirthneenteraert ne renee sent ew eth 


ee 





Unusual 
exercise 
makes 

muscles swell— 


DRIVE OUT FATIGUE ACIDS! 


Those sore, “‘tight” muscles that plague 
you after exercise are caused by excess 
fatigue acids. These accumulate in 
muscles —making them swell painfully. 


Relieve suffering! Splash Absorbine Jr. 
over sore muscles 3 or 4 times a day. 
Tests prove Absorbine Jr. steps up cir- 
culation so fresh blood carries irritating 
acids away. You get real relief. Swelling 
reduces—your muscles limber up— 
stiffness goes! Millions depend on 
Absorbine Jr. It is 


§. QUICK ACTING 3. PLEASANT 
2. QUICK DRYING 4. ECONOMICAL TO USE 


At all druggists, $1.25 
a bottle. Free sample — 
Write W. F. Young, TCT 

Lyman Building, Athlete's Foot 
Montreal, Canada. Strains, Bruises 






whe) 


S also 


BUEN ale 





“TIRED” 


ALL THE TIME 


She felt miserable— 
draggy—low in vitality 
—lower in spirits. She 
hadn’t thought of her 
kidneys, until a friend 
suggested Dodd's Kid- 
ney Pills. At once she 
took Dodd's. The 
“washed out” feeling 
was soon replaced by 
clear headed energy and 
restfx! sleep. Headache, 
backache, lassitude and 
dus das ttake kidneys disappeared. 112M 


Dodd's Kidney Pills 











There is welcome comfort in Murine. 
It thoroughly but gently removes dust 
articles, leaves the delicate mem- 
Ceascooedad setreshes, Use Murine 
after glare, wind, reading, knitting, fine 
work. Free dropper ding. each bottle. 


WIN 
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AT ALL DRUG STORES 


















mimicked. ‘ ‘I’m going to be married.’ 

“Maybe you think it’s been fun, 
having you shout at me, wave your 

brush, and show your very evident and 
| active dislike. . You redheads have no 
control over your tempers.” 

‘Ym no redhead,” he said, bending 
down untilthis head was under my nose. 
|. “It’s carroty.”* 


He straightened up. “Since it’s 


costing me to keep this con- 
versation going, suppdge you drape that 
shawl around you, and we'll fix itso you 
and Mr. Barton agd whoever’€lse is in 
this trumped-Bpeseheme to heckle me, 
‘ean be'satisfiedy”’ THe took a deep breath. 

I looked around for the shawl. It had 
heen thYown carelessly on top of a group 
of pictures that stood, face to the wall, 
Tears of anger blinded 


money 


across the room. 





| “Hey PY. 


minute!’ He ran down thé steps. 
“Sav!” he said indignantly, ‘That 


wasn’t no one you give me. That was 
a ten-spot.” 

“Lord!” said Bonnell. 
him a little sheaf of bills. 
said Bonnell. 

“'Sall right,” 


The boy gave 


*Thanks,” 
said the boy. 


THEY STARTED off, and Bonnell 
began to talk about dry ice. A little too 
darn nonchalant, Rex thought. Is he 
trying to impress me? “That was a bit 
of luck, wasn’t it?’”’ he said. 

“What?” asked Bonnell. “Oh, you 
mean the change? Most people will give 
you the right change.” 

“When they can’t get 
anything else,” said Rex. 

“Well, no,” said Bonnell. 
matter of course. If most people weren’t 
honest, the whole machine would go to 
pieces.” 


““Machine? 


away with 


“Just as a 


” asked Rex. 

“Civilization—whatever you like to 
call it,” said Bonnell. “It runs on trust, 
y’ know. If you couldn’t trust the other 
fellow, you wouldn’t get anything done. 
You have to take it for granted that 
most of the money you get isn’t counter- 
feit. That most of the stuff you buy is 
according to specifications. That most 
of the things a man tells you are true.” 

Ya’m sorry,” Rex said, “but I haven’t 
got that much confidence in the other 
fellow.” 

“Well, but you have, if you check on 
it,” said Bonnell, in his peaceable way. 
**An auditor sees a Jot. We get called in 
when somebody’s thrown a 
wrench into the machine. 
a lovof harm that does. But we see, too, 
hov@darn few people do it.’ 

Atl right! -_ thought. That’s—just 
how I fe cel, I’d like to throw .a monkey 
wrench into this confounded machine of 
yours. The idea filled him with a bitter 
exhilaration. Not his machine, not his 
world, this smug little suburban domain. 

They came back to the house. The 
and Bonnell 

They went 
where Alison 


money 


We see what 


maid opened the door 

handed her the ice cream. 
on into the sitting room, 
was sitting on the arm of her mother’s 


chair. “Hello, Rex!” she said. Loving 
him, so glad to sce him, So sweet. If 


we could only be alone... 
The strain of these last weeks, and of 
these last miserable hours, came now to 


a pitch almost beyond bearing. I’m 


| tired, he thought, And, in a way, I’m 


caught in between the pictures. I gave 
an angry tug, and the shawl came free, 
but with it came the outside picture. It 
fell backward, and lay, face upward on 
I bent quickly, 
Johnny Whitney was across 


the floor. and almost 


as quickly, 
the room. 
“Here, let me,” 
“You don’t 
doesn’t sit well on you.” I 
to the pic ture, and there it was, staring 
up at me with a faintly sad look. The 
bride sitting on the bench in front of her 
vanity, looking, as she is supposed to 
look, as though she were on her way to 
the guillotine instead of the altar. 
“Why, here it is,” I exclaimed happily. 
Then, something clicked in 
my mind. 


Whitney. 


he eried,. 
polite. It 


bent 


have to be 
again 


slowly, 
I stood up and faced Johnny 





my eyes. I walked over, started to pick “Why, vou’re blushing,” I said 
up the shawl, but found that it was wickedly. 
Moukey Wrench 2 Continued from page 13 
he shouted. “Hey! Wait a_ licked. If I could just be alone with 


Alison... She wouldn’t care if I didn’t 
talk. If I could just put my arm around 
her, and be quiet for a little while. . .. 
Well, he couldn’t. “I enjoy the day- 
light saving so,” Mrs. Bonnell began. 
Being social, keeping on the surface. 
All right; he could do that, too. He 
talked about daylight saving, and 
complications with timetables. But it 
was more and more of an effort; he felt 
that he was talking in a jerky way; he 
felt like a marionette. They don’t want 


me here and I[ don’t belong here, he 


thought. 

“Dinner is served,” said the maid, 
with a pleased look, 

The sun was shining into the dining 


room, giving somehow a humdrum look 
to the round table with the damask 
cloth. People like Jake Cowling never 
have dinner in the middle of the day, he 


thought. 

Tomato soup, roast lamb with mint 
sauce, browned potatoes, peas, Good 
food, but so dull, Like the talk. Bonnell 


talking about a new road being built, 
Mrs. Bonnell asking him if he had read 
this best seller, seen that play. All 
artificial, strained, and Alison not talking 
at all. As soon as I’ve gone, he thought, 
they’ll give her advice. That fellow’s no 
good, Alison. You heard how he spoke 
about Cowling. He’s a crook, You'd 
better drop him. But she won’t drop 
me, he thought. He looked across the 
table at her; their eyes met, and she 
gave him her lovely smile, slow and 
sweet and faithful. 


THE MAID began pulling down the 
green window shades, one after the 
other, shutting out the sun, making the 


room dark, What’s the idea? he thought, 
there, all 
idea? he thought, 
Why are we 

Why 


astonished. The others sat 
What’s the 
afraid, 

dark? 


silent. 
uncasy, almost 


sitting here in the isn’t 
anyone talking? 

The doorbell rang. It sounded loud 
and_ shrill “Tl go!” 
Alison said, and pushed back her chair 
Rex stood up. He heard her quick, 
light hastening away, and he 


wanted to go after her, out of this 


and ominous. 


step 


strangely dark room, and away from this 
strangely silent pair, 

He heard the front door open, and he 
heard Jake ( 
me, but could I have a word with Rex? 

The door closed, and he did not hear 


cowling’s voice, Excuse 


her answer > she'd gone outside, 
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FEMININE 
HYGIENE 








Made Possible 

By Remarkable 
Scientific 

Development 


@ A remarkably advanced method in feminine 
hygiene is now creating a sensation from coast- 
to-coast. For this amazing method is not only 
dainty and safe—but gives continuous action 
for hours without use of poison. And actually 
kills germs at contact. 

Called Zonitors—these dainty, snow-white 
suppositories spread a greaseless, protective 
coating. To kill germs, bacteria on contact. To 
cleanse antisepti¢ally. To deodorize—not by 
temporarily masking—but by destroying odor. 

Zonitors are most powerful continuous-action 
suppositories. Yet entirely gentle to delicate 
tissues. Non-caustic, contain no poison. Don’t 
burn. Even help promote healing. 

Greaseless, Zonitors are completely remov- 
able with water. Nothing to mix, no apparatus 
needed. Come 12 in package individually sealed 
in glass bottles. Get Zonitors at druggists. F ‘ol- 
low this amazingly safe way in feminine hy- 
giene women are raving about. 


FREE °:: revealing booklet, sent in plain enve- 















pe. WriteC-3 Zonite Products Cor- 
poratio n Limited, Ste-Thérése, Que. 





WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


And You’ll Jump Out of Bed in the 
Morning Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily, If this bile is not flowing 
freely, your food doesn't digest. It just decays in 
the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. nu get 
constivated. Harmful poisons go into the body, and 
you feel sour, sunk and the world looks punk. 

A mere bowel movement doesn’t always get at 
the cause. You need something that works on the 
liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter's 
Little Liver Pills to get these two oounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow freely. 
They do the work of calomel but have no calomel 
or mercury in them, Ask for Carter's Little Liver 
Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse anything else. 25¢ 





LOOK FOR THE TRADEMARK 


Cea 


A protected trade- 
mark that assures 
you of the highest, 
unvarying quality. 
Be sure to get the 
genuine“ Vaseline” 
Petroleum Jelly. 
For minor wounds, 
cuts, scratches, 
burns, bruises — 
has over 100 house- 
hold uses. Keep it 
on hand for emer- 
gency. It’s a First 
Aid Kit in itself. 


Jars 10c, 15c, 25c. 
Handy tubes 25c. 


Vaseline 
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PETROLEUM JELLY 
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PONTIACS 
wave THEM 


PONTIACS ARE 
ALL TORPEDOES 


bang 
WANT we) 
TORPED 


STYLING 
? 


FOR 1941 





5 NEW SERIES 
A Pontiac to fit the Purse of ANY New Car Buyer 


HEADING Pontiac’s “Torpedo” Fleet for 1941 
is the sensational, new Fleetleader, priced to 
match the lowest ...and powered to match the 
finest. All five Pontiac series have L-Head Engines 
... long-famous for quiet, powerful, dependable 
operation ...and economy. And ail series have 
most advanced Knee-Action ...a feature indis- 
pensable for supreme riding and driving comfort. 
These Pontiacs are the greatest cars that ever 


SIXES AND EIGHTS IN A WIDE RANGE 


carried the Pontiac name . . . bigger, smarter look- 
ing, finer performing...a wide range of Sixes 
and Eights from lowest price up! They're all 
“Torpedoes” with distinctive styling that’s so 
practical, too. Running Boards are concealed. 
Bodies are longer, lower, wider . . . for greater 
roominess, convenience and safety. All series 
provide amazing new riding comfort and ease 
of control. Day-long driving is a pleasure! 


Alt 1947 PONTIACS 
Have IT—AND 
prenty OF OTHER 
FEATURES, T00 


PONTIAC'S 
PRICES START 
WITH 
THE LOWEST 


Before you decide on any car, see the Pontiac 
“Torpedo” Fleet... and drive the great new 
Fleetleader. Get the facts on these carloads of 
value. Visit your Pontiac dealer, today. 


IN 5 SERIES: The Fleetleader “Torpedo” Six; 
Fleetleader “Torpedo” Special Six; the De 
Luxe “Torpedo” Six; the De Luxe “Torpedo” 





Eight; the Pontiac Streamliner “Torpedo” Eight. 
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A GIFT OF 
CHARM AND BEAUTY 


A beautiful and timely gift for those at 
home with friends and loved ones away 
from home. Cameo Stationery in 
Christmas dress is most acceptable and 
appropriate. 





A box to fit every price requirement. 


See your stationer. 


i ES 


. 


Cie 


ane 
WREATH 


ie ehh a 


Get the 4 om 
GUARANTEE 
PERFECT DIAMONDS | 


12. CUTTING 7] 

| 

yy jee 6 really LIE) 
Me 


at dais 


MEU SLCL TCL DR: LIDS 1 a 
Ask Your Jeweller 
* 





A Star for Susan :: 


Continued from page 15 
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make you see . . . it’s that I’m so con- 
fused. If—I think if you’d asked me 
yesterday .. .” 

“Something happened today to con- 
fuse you?” he asked. His tone was light, 
but his grip on her arms tightened until 
he was hurting her. ‘“‘Met somebody 
new today, Sue?” 

““Oh, no, no!”’ she said, and suddenly, 
for no reason, remembered a pair of cool 
grey eyes looking down into hers. Silly. 
She hadn’t thought of the young man on 
the road even for asecond after she’d got 
to Jean Morel’s. “I didn’t meet any- 
body,” she said. “It’s just that I gota 
glimpse of another kind of life today, a 
kind I’d almost forgotten. I’d been 
thinking there was nothing but—this 
house, and this constraint, this artificial- 
ity. Buttoday.. .” 

“A life that would be possible for 
you?” 

She looked at him thoughtfully. “I 
hadn’t got that far in my thinking,” she 
said, and immediately began to go that 
far. 

Derry said sardonically, ‘“‘You’re 
probably romanticizing it, whatever it 
was. Life’s pretty grim and dull, you 
know, unless you can stay in the upper 
reaches. This business of poverty—it’s 
degrading. You'd soon find it so. Cheap 
clothes and cheap food, ugly houses and 
cold beds; if you’ve been adventuring in 
the lives of the masses today, as I 
suppose you have, don’t forget that all 
those other things go with this stuff 
about high endeavor and courage and 
what not. Those large-sounding terms 
don’t mean a thing. They’re just 
coverer-uppers. If you haven't got 
decent and beautiful things and can’t 
get them, you have to invent covering 
phrases so that you can still sound big to 
yourself,” 


WHEN SHE went upstairs that night 
Susan sat for a long time on the end of 
her chaise longue, not moving, staring at 
the toe of her sandal. Thenshe went 
down the hall to her mother’s room. 

Her mother said quickly, “ You looked 
absolutely adorable tonight, dear. | 
knew the instant I saw that frock at 
Madame’s that it was for you.” 

“It’s very pretty. It was . . . kind of 
you to get it for me, mother. But I 
didn’t need it, and | think perhaps it’s a 
bit dramatic, don’t you?” 

Daphne said in her slow voice, “A 
little dramatization doesn’t hurt you, 
Susan. It brings you out of your little 
dull corner. See what that dress did for 
you tonight?” 

“Yes,” Susan said evenly. “I see. It 
did quite a lot, didn’t it?” 

Her mother took another sip of milk, 
hastily. “Mmmm,” she said crossly. 
“Much too hot.” ) 

“Mother.” 

“Yes, Susan?” 

“Have we lost all our money?” 

Her mother stared at her, her cup in 
mid-air, “What?” she said incredu- 
lously. 

“Has something happened to father’s 
money? Is it gone?” 

Mrs. Van Wyck put her cup down. 
Her face was paper-white. Her voice 
trembled. She said faintly, “Lost our 
money?” 

Daphne said levelly, “That’s it, 
mother. She wants to know if we've lost 
our money. Why, Susan, does it matter? 
[ shouldn’t think you’d mind. You're 
fond of the simple life, remember? You 


don't like any of the things one does with 
money. You don’t like spending it, or 
seeing it spent. I shouldn’t think you'd 
be concerned enough to ask, darling.” 
Susan said, “I want to know, please, 
mother.” 
“Susan, really 
has happened to your father’s money. 
Nothing could possibly happen to it. 
It’s absolutely intact, just as he intended 
it should be. What could happen to it?” 
“You aren’t afraid, perhaps, that 
Derry has been . . . tampering with it?” 
Mrs. Van Wyck Jet her breath out 
She said, “Well! Really, 


” 


. of course nothing 


explosively. 
Susan, really . 

“Is that 
mother?” 

“It is not,” her mother said decistv ely ° 
“Derry has no access to it. He is very 
little more than an errand boy for his 
firm, as you know quite well. Not that 
he wouldn’t like to get his hands on 
a mi 

“Mother!” Daphne said sharply. 

Susan said carefully, “‘Would he get 
his hands on more of it if he married me 
than if he married Daphne?” 

The color left her mother’s face. She 
put her milk down slowly, and sat, a 
hand still on the tray, her eyes on 
Susan’s face, her mouth not quite shut. 

Daphne said in a suffocated voice, 
“That was an extremely insulting re- 
mark.” 

“I’m sorry,” Susan said. Then, “If 
you could just talk it out with me before 
you stiffen yourself against me, Daphne, 
it would make things better for both 
of us.” 

But Daphne wasn’t listening. She 
said, “Are you by any chance trying to 
make me believe that Derry has sug- 
gested marrying you?” 

“I’m not trying to make you believe 
anything,” Susan said steadily. “You 
make it sound as if I am trying to—to 
manage something by talking. I don’t 
talk for a double purpose. I want to 
know something and I’ve asked. That’s 
all.” 

‘Has Derry asked you to marry him?” 

Susan looked at her miserably. “He 
doesn’t love me, Daphne,” she said. 


what you're afraid of, 





“But he asked me to marry him tonight. 
I don’t like it any better than you do, I 
hate it.” 

Daphne got up. She went to the door, 
opened it, and went out without looking 
at either of them again, her head high 
and proud. 

Mrs. Van Wyck had not yet spoken. 
She sat motionless, staring at the door 
and then at Susan, with eyes that were 
full of bitterness. 

Susan said in a low voice, “ 
haven’t told me.” 

Her mother stared at her. 


You still 


“Can't 
you guess?” she said bitterly, 

“*Perhaps I can,” Susan said steadily. 
“It’s only I’ve thought 
Either we'd lost 


money. 
about it a good deal. 


everything, I thought; but that wouldn’t 
make you not very pleased with 
me; or father had left me nothing, and 
you didn’t know what to do about my 
future and were afraid I’d do something 
I thought for a 
But tonight 


you might not like. 
long time it was that. 
with Derry, and some other things 
tonight I think that father probably 

. that he probably left me the lion’s 
share. That’s what I can’t help thinking 
now. Is that it, mother?” 

Her mother leaned back in her chair. 
The tears welled up in her eyes and slid 
unnoticed down her cheeks. She said 
under her breath, “He was a hard man. 
I never loved him. I married him 
because of the money. I wasn’t happy. 
He fought me at every turn. But | 
thought, intheend. . .” 

“Is that it, mother?” 

“Susan, listen. Daphne and I can’t 
change our ways of living. We've been 
poor, heaven knows, for years now, 
trying to manage. With all that money 
lying there, piling up for you, we've been 
poor. It’s spoiled Daphne's life. 1 can’t 
change. Can’t you see that? I’ve tried 
in so many ways to make you like a 
cultivated way of living, the finer things 
of life, and you have no gift for it. You 
have no sympathy with us, no matter 
how we try to make you look at things 
our way. Now what are you going to 
do with the money? Don’t you see it 
isn’t yours, really, that it’s mine? I was 
his wife, | was part of his life, | have a 
right to his money. And all he’s left me 
is the little bit he had to leave me, 
just what the law demands and no more. 
Not even that, bought 
holdings and put them in your name 
long ago, so that I don’t get a fair share 
And Daphne—do you 
Two hundred 
That’s everything. 


because he 


of anything. 
know what she gets? 
dollars a month! 
Two hundred dollars a month, and you, 
you, you who don’t care about money 
and what it brings, you get everything!” 

Susan said carefully, “I can see that 
it would make you both very unhappy.” 

“Ah,” her mother said, “‘you do see 
that, dear? You do see how unfair it all 
iS, how bitter?” 

“Yes, mother?” 

“You don’t care about money. You 
don’t care about the things that money 
will provide. But Daphne and I do care. 
We can’t possibly live without money. 
And it isn’t as if there weren’t any, it’s 
just that it all goes into your hands. 
You won't be difficult, will you, dear?” 

“Why did you want me to—well, to 
marry Mr. Gorman? So that I’d have so 
much to occupy my mind that I’d just 
So that 
I’d have so much money through him 
that I’d be ashamed to keep father’s?” 


turn everything over to you? 


“Susan, you make me sound like a 
very unnatural mother. Surely you 
must see that I have been through hell, 
trying to think what was best for us all. 
Poor darling Daphne, you know she is in 
love with Derry Westover, and see what 


he’s done to her! Worthless boy, stupid 


boy sd 
Susan said coldly, “He wasn’t trying 


to do anything that you weren’t, 
mother, W as he?” 

Her mother’s face was _ stricken, 
haggard and old. She said at last, 


“What would you have done if you were 


in my place? 


Prepared to live on the 
scraps of my own money, to live the way 
you like to live? I can’t do it. It’s 


ve Continued on page 44 
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| face, but she said evenly enough, “Who, 
for instance?” 

“Why nobody much, | guess. Mrs. 
Les Sutton, I guess, one day when I run 
| into her in the post office.” He coughed. 
| “*She’s always kind of had her knife into 
you since you danced a lot that time 
when was it?—with that fellow, what’s 
his name, come to town selling flour ot 
something? Married to her cousin 
in Toronto, Of course you didn’t know 
he was married,” 





“No,” Marian said after a minute, “1 
didn’t know he was married.” She 
crushed out the cigarette suddenly and 
got up. “I decided myself it was about 
time Jim and I fixed things up,” she 
said, “Mrs, Les Sutton or no Mrs. Les 
Sutton, it’s all settled. We settled it 
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thoroughly its action is so gentle 
that even the most delicate hair 
is unharmed and gains valuable 
nutriment, 
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today.’ 

Her father took a long breath. “Well 
that’s good news,” he said. “Now, that 
Jim’s a fine fellow, 
Marian. Don’t know if you appreciate 
him right. 


is good news. 


Everybody thinks he’s just 
the ticket. I know, he sticks too close 
to the grindstone, but you can get him 
out of that a little. Matter of fact, if he 
| had a hospital here, and he’s always 


€acu 


Keeps the hair Young. 





* You're taking liberties with my dignity ” 


ae Ree. = talking about getting one, he wouldn’t 
if 


be so busy.. I wonder “But I’m taking no chances with my Sweet Caps! ” 


Clea rer Com plexion Marian said levelly, “He isn’t going to 
a by using 


Mercolized 
Wax Cream “7 don’t want him to have a hospital 


This dainty Skin Bleach helps fade her a Marian said. She caught the 
freckles and lightens a dull, drab . ° aoe . 

sun-tanned complexion. It speeds | fingers of one hand in the grip of the 
other, and held them tight together. 


up Nature's process of flaking off 
lifeless, unattractive surface skin in Gay, almost invisible 
i a : : 
Do you think I’m going to live out my 
life in this forsaken town? What do you 


particles. E the lighter, clearer skin beneath. Start 
using Mercolized Wax Cream tonight as directed for a 
fairer, prettier complexion and enjoy new skin beauty. 
SAXOMITE AST MINGENT tightene }oose qpriace 
skin. ives a delightful sense of freshness. Reduces . ’ ea ° : 
excess surface oil. Dissolve Gonoitee Actrangens oie think I’m Marrying Jim for? W hy do 
: this t ing face lotion daily. : ’ . 
Cnasactean DEPILATORY. removes euperfuous | YOu think I’ve hung onto him all these 
facial hair quickly. Easy to use. No unpleasant odor.) ars? Because he’s the only man who 
can take me out of this!” 
Her father’s face sagged. 
were worried, 
“Jim’s already talking about buying 
that hill property for his hospital,” 


| Marian said. “We won't even get a 
| honeymoon, it appears. 
put the money into the land. Who owns 
that property, up behind Judge 
Guthrie’s? Whose is it?” 
“1 don’t know, Marian. 
estate company in town. Why?” 
‘| want you to buy it.” 
““Me? Buy it?” 
| “Buy it, and then keep still about it. 
vr Continued on next page 
| 


have a hospital here.” 
“What? Heisn’t? You mean, where’s 
the money to come from?” 
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In response to the appeal for help from 
the courageous women of the Auxiliary 
Territorial Services, Canadian women 
will be knitting many of these helmets 
and toques to send to their English 
sisters, For further details, see page 16. 
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eliminate completely. The thing to do 
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sara,” **] 


impossible. What would you have had 
me do? What I did was to try to make 
you happy in our world. Susan, why 
should you set yourself up as a social 
critic, a girl with nothing, 
absolutely nothing, but the teaching of a 


twenty, 


+ 


ridiculous uncultivated old woman to 


guide her?” 

Susan went back a few sentences. She 
‘I don’t know how | like to live. | 
I haven't 


said, 
don’t know that at all, mother. 

seen any way yet that seems 
much effort; any way that’s been open 
I couldn't go back 


worth 


to mesince I grew up. 
and live as my grandmother did anyway. 
Life is different now. And with the 
money es 

“There’s only one 
the money. Turn it over to a competent 
board of trustees.” 

After a while Susan said 
plans for it.” 

“Don’t be 


said angrily. 


thing to do with 


“Father had 


ridiculous,” her mother 
“Your father knew how to 
handle money, he was a strong man. If 
you begin to handle it at all, do you 
know what will happen? You will 
lose it.” 

“§ wish I could lose ”” 
“I wish father had never left 


I wish there had never been 


Susan said 
wearily. 
it to me, 
any money.” 

“T thought that’s the way you'd feel,” 
her mother said with satisfaction. “I 
was sure you'd hate the burden of it. 
Money doesn’t mean enough to you. 
Susan 

at.” ‘I have a little 
idea of what father wanted. I know why 
he worked so hard and why he was so 
careful about his money. It wasn’t 
ambitious for 


’ Susan went on, 


because he was greedy or 
himself, or anxious for 
luxury. It was because there 
certain things in the world that he 
thought had to be done, and it took 
money to do them. He wanted to do 
them, so he earned the money and had 
. and then he 


power or for 
were 


it carefully put away 


died, too soon.” She got up. “Don’t 
Jook at me like that,” she said un- 
happily. “I don’t know what to do, 


mother. The only thing I’m sure of is 
that I’ve got to go away somewhere, 


quietly, and think things over. I don’t 
know anything about anything. I don’t 


even know how I want to live myself, « 
what I want to do. I was getting to 
the place anyway where I could see | 
had to get away by myself, just to 
think out my own life. Now it looks as 
a 

Guean Susan What about 
Daphne and me? What about Daphne 
and me?” 

“*T don’t know,” 
“That’s something I suppose | 
think about too.” 


Susan said miserably. 
have to 


ride with Jim, 
closed the door, 


MARIAN, after her 
walked into the house, 
and stood for a minute or two with her 
hand on the knob. She almost opened 
the door again; she almost ran into the 
street to call to Jim, to make him wait 
the words at him that 
would hardly stay unspoken. But she 
would be a fool to speak those words; 
and in any case Jim would be gone. 

Mayor 
Parsons he had been for nearly twenty 
years now, and he looked the part. He 
was settling his 
stomach. He smoothed down his thin- 
ning hair with the palm of his hand. He 
didn’t 
I thought you were out with 


while she flung 


Her father came downstairs. 


waistcoat over his 


hear you come in, 


Marian, 


Jim.” 


“Il was,” Marian said briefly, and 
turned into the living room in front of 


*“Two-three 


from the 
heavy oak 


him. She got a cigarette 
engraved brass box on the 
table, and lit it. 
“Dorothy wasn’t with you?” 
““No. I don’t know where she ts.” 


Their eyes met for a second, He 
frowned. He went across to the mantel, 
stood in front of it, got out his knife 
and began to trim his nails. He said, in 


‘Is she going to 
after that 


I’m getting 


a grumbling voice, 
keep on 
young upstart muc h longer? 


mizzling around 
pretty tired of it.” 

‘It seems to be taking her longer than 
necessary,” Marian agreed, 

Her father put his knife away, took a 
cigar out of his breast pocket, broke off 
the end, rolled it around in his fingers 
and stood looking down at it. “‘Look 
here, Marian,” ‘I think you’d 
better take her away for a while. Take 
get her some new 


he said. 


her up to the city, 
clothes, give her a change, some kind or 
that 
It was only puppy love; 


another. It’s time she got over 
silly business. 
it isn’t as if she was grown-up. I’m 
getting tired of it. People are going 
to talk, her going around with that 
namby-pamby look on her face all the 
time. They’re going to figure she 
thought a lot of him. 
won't have my daughter’s name linked 


I won't have it. | 


with a jailbird.” 

Marian sat down on the arm of a 
chair. She ran the toe of her slipper 
up and down the pattern on the rug. 
She said, “I’m not sure you managed 
that just the right way, father. 1 
think Dorothy suspects that you rather 
engineered that business. I think that’s 
what’s the matter with her, as much as 
anything.” 

He swung round on her. “‘ Well, why 
wouldn’t I engineer it? I put my oar in, 
of course I did, but why not. I’m the 
mayor of this town. I have to see there's 
He was a thief. Once a 
thief, always a thief. Might as well nip 
it in the bud right off, and put him where 
he can’t do anybody any harm. Taking 
people’s property is dangerous business. 
Can’t have that kind of thing going on.” 

“You went at it too flatly,”” Marian 
said. “I don’t think it pays to go at 
things that pretty 
Dorothy spends her time thinking that 
you spoke up against Dickie not because 


justice done. 


way. I’m sure 


he was a thief, but because you wanted 
to make sure she wouldn’t marry him.” 

“Marry him!’ “She's 
only seventeen. Marry him, good lord! 
It never entered my head. I just didn’t 
want her mixed up with that kind.” He 


“Look, Marian, you better 
? 


he snorted, 


frowned, 
have a talk to her. Explain things, see 
Make her look at it straight. She 
couldn’t have married young Spack 
anyway, if she had anything silly like 


that in her head. Lord, that old father 
of his—some kind of foreigner, a 
horse-trader, what kind of family is 


that to marry into? What would we look 
like, tied up to the Spacks? She has to 
see that. And she ought to see that if 
the young fellow was a thief, he had to 





take punishment for being one, just like 
anybody else. Talk some sense into her, 
will you? I’m sick of seeing 
around,” 

“T’ll see what I can do,” 

Her father looked at her quickly and 
“While 
we're about it, Marian? 
Isn’t it about time you and Jim got 
things fixed up?” He went on hastily, 
people asked me 
to be, 


her moping 


then away. He said carefully, 


how about you, 


have 
lately when the wedding’s going 
that’s all.” 

A little color drained out of Marian’s 
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ANTA CLAUS is the only guy who can trim a 
Christmas tree at least that’s what young Dick 

will tell you. But we grownups are ina position at 
least to suggest how the lights should be arranged and 
installed to be safe against fire and prevent the Hydro 
authorities from frowning on us. 

Grandad Bob Fraser who, you've already noticed, is 
the senior in Chatelaine’s Christmas party, is a member 
of my club, The other day we happened to be talking 
about Christmas, and he casually mentioned that his 
daughter Marion intended having a few friends and 
some soldiers in for Christmas Day. The thing that 
was worrying him was how to use electric light both 
inside and outside the house with safety, because of a 
sad experience he had a few years ago when the tree 
caught fire. 

Fortunately | was able to tell him that he needn’t 
worry his head about that, because the types of sets 
designed for inside use on Christmas trees today were 
entirely different from those which were in use when he 
had the catastrophe. In those days the lamps were ten 


' 
volt, were all on one string and burned at the same time 


to take up the 110 volt. If one lamp went out, the 
circuit was broken and the other lamps would not 
light, 

These sets have passed out of favor, and the 110- 
volt lamp style of set today is more satisfactory, 
because it one lamp burns out the other lamps are not 


affected, 
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FAMILY PORTRAIT—Scene 4: Those strings of lights 

on the Christmas tree are often a worry. This year 

the Halls will have theirs not only looking better 

but working more effectively — thanks to the new 
type of colored light sets. 


I pointed out that it is much more economical, in the 
long run, to buy sets where the lamps are independently 
lighted, There is not the frequent necessity of testing all 
the lamps on the string to find out which one is causing 
the blackout, and it would only require a visit to any of 
the Hydro offices or electric equipment dealers to see 


how the dangers of the past have been overcome. 
Color Combinations 


LIGHT UP for Christmas has been the slogan for 
some years past, this one being no exception in spite of 
troublous times, and if a home owner or apartment 
dweller has taken to the idea of Christmas lighting and 
has bought the necessary strings of colored lights or 
other equipment, he generally stays with it. For one 
thing, the first cost is the main cost. Only lamp 
replacements are necessary for the second and later 
years. 

Christmas trees indoors, of fair size, could be decorat- 
ed with two strings of blue lamps, one string of red and 
If you don’t care for that color 


one string of yellow. 
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PLANNING, DECORATING 
AND FURNISHING 





effect, you could illuminate the tree with red lamps and 
drape the branches liberally with pure silver tinsel. The 
tinsel should be about one inch in width, and the addi- 
tion of small icicles will enhance the effect and somewhat 
dim the brightness of the lamps. Still a further way 
which is quite satisfactory, is to use only green and red 


lamps, tinsel and icicles, 

Of course, one could go on ad infinitum, but there is 
still another alternative which by using no ornaments 
and only blue lights a striking effect is gained, and 
different from the red and green tree of former years. 
A few transparent figurines, elephants and camels, 
lighted inside and placed around the base of the tree, 


would interest the kiddies. 
Greenery Plum Pudding 


THERE ARE other things which can be used in the 
living room besides the Christmas tree, to make the 
party bright, such as a plum pudding of greenery for 
your mantelpiece. It is new and attractive, and also 
could serve as a centrepiece for the dining table if so 
required, It is easily made, and all you need is fifteen 
cents worth of moss from the florist, fifty cents for shiny 
evergreen, such as boxwood, or yew, twenty-five cents 
worth of holly or evergreen barberry, and one yard of 
narrow red ribbon. Then make a 5-inch ball of moss by 
winding it over and over with string to make it firm. 
Sharpen the ends of six-inch y Continued on next page 
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Have the sale kept a secret. Buy it in 
another name, something like that. 
Then Jim can’t buy it. That’s my first 
step. The others will come.” 

“There’s other land around town.” 

“Nothing suitable. Nothing that he 
wants. By the time he gets to this point 
with another piece of land, we'll be 
married and I’Il—well, I'll find ways. 
It would take a year or so, to get Jim 
uprooted. Then I thought you might 
offer to stake him to a year’s post- 
graduate work. I don’t know whether 
he’d take it or not. He might, if we all 
work on him. That could be the 
beginning. A year in Cedarvale after 
we’re married, to get him thinking about 
something else, and then a year post- 


| 


somewhere, maybe, and 


” 


graduate 
then 
“Marian, I think you’ve got Jim 
sized up wrong. I don’t think vou’re 
going to be able to run him as easy as 
you think. 
but I never heard anybody say he was 


He’s soft-spoken, maybe, 


easy.” 

Marian looked down at her whit« 
wrist, at the slenderness of her fingers, 
the delicate oval of the crimson nails. 
She said, “I can get what I want out of 
Jim—once I marry him. But I don’t 
want him to get started on this hospital 
business at all. There’s no sense in 
letting him, just making things harder 
for me. Will you buy that land?” 

He took a long breath. “‘ Well, if you 
want me to,” he said dubiously. “I’m 
kind of disappointed, I guess. I thought 
you and Jim would stay here, keep an 
eye on Dorothy. Kind of get her 
straightened out, see that she meets 
some nice young chap, later on. She’s 
like her mother, soft-hearted. She needs 
you to look after her, Marian.” 

**T’Il look after her,”” Marian said. “I'll 
take her out of here. It’s only in a town 
like this that she’d have to meet people 
like Dickie Spack, anyway. III take 


’ 


care of her.’ 


AFTER HE was gone Marian went up 
to Dorothy’s room. Her door was shut. 
Marian tried the 
knob. The door was locked, 

She said quickly, ‘*Dorothy? 
Dorothy?” 


There was a movement inside the 


The room was quiet. 


room, 

**Let me in,” Marian said. 
got your door locked, silly !”” 

Dorothy’s voice, low and muffled, 
said, “Just a minute.”” She came across 
the floor and turned the key. She 
opened the door. 

“Why did you have your door 
locked?”” Marian asked. She looked at 
her sister’s face, and was suddenly 
shocked by it. It didn’t look like a 
child’s face any more. “Dorothy, hav 
you been sitting here, shut in, all after- 
noon?” 

“I didn’t want to go out,” Dorothy 
said in a low, uninflec ted vok c. 

“‘What’s the matter? Don’t you feel 
well? You don’t look very well. You 
look as if you’d been shut in the cellar 


“You've 


for days and days.” 
**T feel all right,’ Dorothy said. 
Marian thrust her arm through her 
sister's and walked with her over to 
the window seat. “‘ Listen. You mustn’t 
be like this, Dorothy. 


very foolishly. You’re being very young 
g. 


You're ac ting 


Isn't it about time you got over it?” 
“Over what?” Dorothy said, and 
turned her shadowy blue eyes to 
Marian’s face, 
Marian said flatly, “Over Dickie 
Spack. Honey, you don’t think vou 
were really in love with him, do you? 
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What a silly little girl. 
weren’t. You don’t know what love is 
Dorothy’s 
rigid. At last she said, “It’s no use, 
talking to me like that.” 
“But it has to be some use, Dorothy. 


Of cx yurse you 


slender shoulders were 


You can’t go on like this. Come on, 
brace up, baby.” 

Dorothy said evenly. “You know 
better than to talk like this. You know 
what it’s like to be in love.” 

After a minute Marian said calmly, 
“Of course I do. I’ve been engaged for 
SIx years. 

“You've been engaged six years. | 
know. But you’re not in love with Jim, 
Why aren’t you in love with Jim, if you 
can choose who to be in love with? W hy 
do you fall in love with a married man, 
somebody without very much brains, a 
thirty-year-old commercial traveller who 
goes around the country selling flour, 
who hasn’t got anything to him exce pt 
looks and being a good dancer? And a 
married man, with three children? Do 
you call that any kind of good sense?” 
Then, at sight of Marian’s face, “Oh. 
you needn’t worry. Nobody knows but 
me. Not a soul knows but me. Maybe 
one or two people guess, but nobody 
I know you, that’s all. And 
once I saw you with him,” 


know Be 


Marian stared at her sister for a long 
Her face felt broken, pulled to 
pieces. She said in a voice that felt like 


time. 


somebody else *s voice, “ All right. Now 
Except 
that I’m a lot older than you are, and 


we can talk on even ground. 
when you’re older it maybe it hits 
you harder. [| don’t know why we 
should both have to . why two people 
should come along like like Dickie 
Spack and ‘i 

“And Ben Brown,” Dorothy supplied 
coldly. 


Marian shook her head. 


name was horrible. Even his name was 


Even his 


cheap and wrong. 

**Go on,” Dorothy said. 

“I’m not giving in to it,’ Marian said. 
“That's all. I won't give in. I’'m—I'm 
not seeing him any more. And I’m 
going to marry Jim. I’ve made up my 
mind. It’s all settled.” 

“1 think it will be very nice for Jim.” 

“Dorothy, you aren’t like yourself. 
You're bitter. Don’t be like that. Let’s 

let’s look at it straight. We've both 
been trapped, and we both have to get 
out. There must be something weak 
about us, or we wouldn’t be attracted 
That’s what I hate 
worst, thinking about being weak my- 
self,” 

“Dickie wasn’t weak. He was just 


zetting started, 


to weak peopl ‘ 


He didn’t have much 
to start from,” 

Marian bit her lip. She said, “He 
wasn’t getting started in a very good 
direction. Stealing doesn’t make much 
of a start.” 

“He didn’t mean to steal.” 

“You sound as if you knew something 
As if you’d known while he 
was doing it! 


‘I didn’t know, I should have known. 


| should have guessed what he would 


about it, 


have to do if I let him come here. He 
hadn’t any—any clothes, or any car, o1 
any money to take me places. He was 
only earning fifteen dollars a week, and 
he had to send money home. I should 
have known.” 

Marian said, with some relief, ‘So 
that’s it. You’re blaming yourself. 


Dorothy, listen vou mustn't do 


that. If it hadn’t been you, it would 
Don’t you 
realize that? That’s Dickie’s pattern.” 


¢ Continued on page 52 


have been some other girl. 
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A Guide to Period | urniture 


by EVAN PARRY, 1 


GRANDAD ROBERT 


recently raised the question with me of 


furniture, more 


particularly what 
features determined styles of certain 
pel iods, He wanted to giv e his daughter 
Marion a piece absolutely authentic of 
the period, I have found many readers 
who are not altogether familiar with 
furniture labels such as 


sey. .£ 
Dreak-front 
” 

bookcase, 


two-tier dumb-waiter 


table,” “ladder-back chair,” “* Pembroke 

table,” “‘tilt-top piecrust table,” and 

others too numerous to mention. 
? 


L 


s true our thoughts this Christmas 
do not centre on lavish gifts, neverthe- 
less a ptece of furniture chosen with 


discrimination would be quite in order, 


chest is characterized 


drawers, the 
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and the stigma of extravagance could 
not be laid at one’s door, 

loday much stress is being placed on 
good reproductions and adaptations of 
period furniture. The reason is not far 
to seek. Softness in lines and the fact 
that it is built for comfort are the high 
lights of furniture today, whether it be 
period, Loyalist or modern Swedish. 

A description of some of the charac- 
teristics which determine the style 
should help you to shop with confidence 
and avoid making a bloomer when under 
the impression that the so-called Chinese 
Chippendale chair, or any other piece 


you fancy, is “it,” when really it is a 


fake. 
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Outdoor Christmas Lighting 


Get the right equipment this year and your theme 
song will be * ‘Light Up and Glisten,” instead of the 


old familiar “Heigh-ho. 


THERE is another phase of lighting up 


at Christmas—outdoor lighting—which 
s proving very popular. Take, for 


front entrance door. You 
one on either 


instance, the 
could have two swags 
door post. 

Contrasting greens are the secret of 
their success. These are the things 
required to do the job: Sprays of hem- 
lock, white pine or cedar, which can be 
bought for about fifty cents a bunch; 
five or six white pine cones in varying 


RUBBER 2WAY WATER- 
TIGHT EXTENSION CORD 





sizes, which cost fifteen to thirty cents; 
two yards of %-inch ribbon and two 
yards of 1%-inch ribbon. Make a 
backing of the assorted greens in 
different length, 
ones at the top, and fasten with wire. 
Run a fine wire in the cones and fasten 
uneven lengths of narrow ribbon to 
them. Wire the other these 
ribbons in place, and then tie over their 
ends a large bow of the wider ribbon 


reversing a few short 


ends of 


and there you have it. 

It is possible to get waterproof ribbon 
for this job. However, the great thing 
to do is to introduce one or two lights in 
certainly add 


these swags which will 


Continued from previous page 
sprigs of shiny evergreen and force them 
into the ball until it is completely 
covered except for the part that rests on 
the mantel. Then trim it to a round 
shape, and thread among the branches 
of contrasting ‘greenery at sides to lie 
flat, on thin five-inch sticks, the little 
bows of ribbon nicked off at each side. 
A few 
at the top add interest. 

You 
with a garland made by using heavy cord 
at the base and fastening sprigs and fruit 
Incidentally, the 


twigs of red berries or mistletoe 


can decorate over the windows 


to it with fine wire. 
fruit could be lighted lamps of round 


the Switch Is 


Dead!” 


interest and please your friends who 
may come a-calling. 

The outdoor type of sets for Christ- 
mas trees and bushes are 
especially made with waterproof wire 
and sockets, quite stable and satisfactory 
for outdoor lighting, especially of:trees, 
swags and lighting around gables. and 
verandahs, 

One thing that should be watched is 
to get the connecting wires to the house 
or garage properly located. These con- 
necting wires should not be run along 
the ground where they may be walked 
on or tripped over; but should be run 
overhead, out of reach of children. It 
would be better to use rubber-covered 
wire for this outdoor connection, and 
the sockets and other connecting devices 
should be of weatherproof type. 


evergreen 


As these Christmas lighting decor- 


ations are in use for a relatively short 


period, no official inspection is made of 


installations, therefore it is doubly 
desirable that home owners making 
/ 
( 
WATERTIGHT 
SOCKET 


these displays should be careful to have 
them properly placed and insulated. 
Why not break from the hack- 
neyed style of lighting this year and 


suggestions? | 


away 


adopt some of these 
think you will find them quite worth 
while. 





Transparent 
figurines lighted 
inside. 


shape. The cost would depend on the 
length of garland you plan to make. x 
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CHAIR COMPANY LIMITED HESLEY. ONTARIO 


@ Now, at home, you can quickly and eaatly tint telltale 
streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest 
blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush 
does it—or your money back. Used for 28 years by thou- 
sands of women (men, too) Brown: itone is guaranteed 
harmless.@No skin test needed, active coloring agent is 
purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting 
does not wash out, Just brush or comb it tn, One applica- 
tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray 
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair. 
50c at drug or toilet counters on a money-back guarantee. 
Ret un your youthiu) charm. Get BROWN ATONE today. 


| WANTED! Energetic, ambitious men and ; 
women as Local Representatives F 
you en unable to find regular employment; if 
you have sy time ¥ can use to earn extra dollars 4 
plar will be of real interest Write 
Local Representatives Dept 
FIDELITY CIRCULATION COMPANY 

210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 


ITC STOPPED 


(n aliflyg 

“or Money Back 
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, ath- 
lete’s foot, scales, scabies, rashes and other externally 
caused skin troubles, use world-famous, cooling, anti- 
septic, liquid D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, 
stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops intense 
itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money back. Ask 
your druggist today for D. D, D. PRESCRIPTION. 


CHRIST 


Give CASH'S 
WOVEN NAMES 


For marking linen and personal clothing, 
neatly, permanently. Easily sewn on, or 
attached with Cash's No-So Cement 
Extra dozen with orders placed be- 

fore December {5th 


for details 


From your dealer or write us 


CASH’S 


10 Grier St., Belleville, Ont. 


‘ ee 
CASH'S) 3 doz. ‘15°, 6 doz. $2.°° NO-SO Cement 
NAMES) 9 doz.*2:5°,12doz.3.°0 per tube 25: 
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@Gifts for friends! Gifts for the 
family! Gifts that. make life 
happier for years to come! They're 
electrical gifts by Westinghouse 

first choice of those who 
choose gifts wisely 





Visit your’ Westinghouse dealer 
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¥° is a very precise young man. He asked device is that you have wiring all around 
- me how he could overcome the the room and can plug in wherever 
7m difficulty of lights not being where they you want to. 

of were wanted in the room, It appears I can just imagine Judy and Doug The Automatic 
ce that from time to time he had been in wanting to be in the corner of the room, lron provides 

di houses where the Christmas party was where a lamp was nonexistent, trying to The new: Westiighouse ee go 

ch upset by people moving from different look at some snaps of Doug’s pals ET a ee eT ee d 

nd parts of the room to see and read the and scenes at the barracks and so on. mother will appreciate 

By labels on presents, or the notes which After all, it is better to be able to pass 

a may have accompanied them. So | along something to read or see clearly, 

a told him how to re medy this. . without the recipient having to chase all 

Id loday there is on the market W hat is around the room to find a spot where he 

‘7 know n as “plug-in-strip” for circuit can decipher it without eyestrain. ™ 

rp wiring, whic h means that instead of Another thing we mustn’t forget eA el Ee 
7 putting electric wiring in behind walls, either is that Grandad Fraser will Me eae 
v itis put on the surface. It’s get-at-able, probably want to give the presents he coe reich 
ll not unsightly and practically unnotice- himself to his daughter, son-in-law and 

able. the youngsters. He’s not so young as he 

9 What an opportunity at Christmas used to be, and I can imagine him 

o time to have such a strip put in. It can putting on his glasses and mumbling to 

a be done quite easily in an existing house himself as he tried to make out the 

" by merely removing the trim onthe top w ritifg on the cards, Whereas if a 

ee of a baseboard, or if you don’t want to plug-in-strip were installed, he could ho 

ce do that, just place the plug-in-strip stand where he was and enjoy sufficient “PSae i ri ey PPR rmentgese Ss 

above the baseboard and connect it to light for the job. TUT M ree told Seed | ne) oe Tee 
‘. All the family will enjoy tastier and saves time De Luxe 

i~ cooking by this new Westinghouse Males 

d eat T 

- 

5 





The old way—with one over-worked plug 


The new way—with “plug-in-strip.” 


CURTAINS 


Begin now to brighten your home for the winter 
window treatment as a good starting point. 
laine’s bulletin on the making of glas 
ies from Service Bulletin Department, 


- with 
Order Chate- 


s curtains and draper- 
481 University Avenue, 


Toronto. No. 2100 Price 15 cents. 





The gift supreme 

the Westinghouse 

Meera tte 
“ator 


DAEs 


Westinghouse 


i) 
And for supremely 
fine entertainment 
20 new Westinghouse 


Radios tochoosefrom 

















When you visit your jeweler 
to see these lovely rings be sure 
to ask for your copy of ‘Orange Blossoms,” 


Traub’s beautiful book for the Bride-elect 


+ Crrtiiny: SP a: he 
CONGC ( )tOSS C7 


ENGAGEMENT AND WEDDING Sac 


This is a fight to the finish. No room for half 
measures. No room for delay. This is urgent ... 
pressing ... vital. This is WAR. 

So Canada closes her ranks ..... 167,000 men 
in the Canadian Active Service Force; 240,000 
recruits to be trained during the next twelve 
months; an army of 500,000 by next summer ..... 

This is one side of Canada’s war effort. The 
other side concerns YOU. 

More men ... well equipped, well armed, well 
clothed, well fed ... mean more dollars. 

Canada looks to you to supply those dollars... 
and to keep on supplying them till this war is won. 

Start saving now. Be ready to help your country 
when the call for money comes. Be ready to en- 
list your dollars in this fight for human freedom 
and decency. 

Be glad you are able to help so simply and so 


effectively ..... 
(Figures approximate as at Oct. 21, 1940.) 


Save for Victor 


THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA 
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The Christmas Mantelpiece 


NEWS TRAVELS pretty fast, and it 
was only two days after I had been 
speaking to Richard Hall that his wife 
Marion, our young Christmas hostess, 
came along saying that in the past she 
had felt that the mantelpiece, the centre 
point of interest in the room, always 
looked somewhat blank at Christmas 
time; what could she do? I had a look 
at the and inasmuch as _ the 
fireplace was of the type you see in 
thousands of houses, I said that it would 
be an easy matter to put lumiline bulbs 
up each side of the fireplace. Knowing 
that Richard 
ingenious individual, | suggested that he 


room, 


was somewhat of an 


could do it, and she thought so too. 





Why not lights around the window? 


Such lighting would give a delightful 
luminosity to the fireplace and would not 
run the risk of being injured at all by 
the heat. I told her that she could still 
leave the picture over the mantelpiec« 
where it was, but add a couple of 
pendant swags, one on either side of it, 
which could be fixed on the wall with 
flexible pins and wired in such a way 
that no one would ever notice how it 
had been done. 

The way to form the swags is to use 
moss, some shiny evergreen, and holly 
and evergreen barberry. Contrasting 
greens are necessary, such as hemlock or 
cedar. This, with white pine cones in 
varying sizes and hung at the top with 
ribbons over the pins, makes a very 
successful motif in the room. 

Most of you know that hanging swags 
or pendants vary in size from a small 
diameter at the top to larger at the 
bottom, and all that is necessary is to 
arrange the top as though it were a 
bouquet. Here would be an opportunity 


of introducing amber and blue lamps, 
and if you wanted to carry out the 
illusion, then you could introduce one 
red lamp, or two as the case may be. It 
would be necessary to run a fine wire in 
the tops of the cones and fasten uneven 
lengths of narrow ribbon to them for the 
purpose of tying and binding them 
together at the top, but I am certain that 
the ingenuity of woman ts such that it 
does not require any detailed description 
of mine to tell you how to make a swag. 

If you wanted further accentuation of 
the Christmas spirit, | see no reason 
why you shouldn’t put a star immedi- 
ately over the top of the picture, which 
could be wired with invisible wiring, and 
the effect would be very pleasing. By 
the way, if those who live in apartments 
their 


want to distinctive to 


friends at Christmas time, they should 


appear 


put these swags on the entrance door in 
the corridor. | am perfectly certain that 
they would be very much admired. 

It has been usual in the past to have a 


By all 


means do so, but there is no reason why 


wreath hung in the window. 


you shouldn’t go further and form a 
festoon along the top of the window 
with colored lighting. Don’t 
that the color should blend with the 
color scheme of the room. It might be 


forget 


well for those of you who intend to do 
something along these lines to make 
enquiries about the transparent cornu- 
copias which are now to be had, and 


look 


either on one of the tables or upon the 


which would very distinctive, 


window sill. I am sure that all visitors 


would be intrigued. xk 





A hint for apartment-dwellers. 
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were there too, Old Cat and 
Pepper, sleeping in the warm sun, Jim 
sat down in the old leather Morris chair 
and stretched out his legs. He rubbed 
Old Cat’s stomach with one hand, whik 
he broke off pieces of chocolate cak 

His mother sat down 


with the other, ; 


in her own chair and took up a piec 
mending. 

“Were you operating, Jim?” 

“Adenoids. Porter kid 

“Mrs. Caspar telephoned. She thinks 
the two littlest ones have measles now.” 

“T bet they have.” 

“And Mr. Petrie’s temperature’s gone 
down. It’s normal.” 

Jim nodded. 

“And Minna Morel wants to get up. 
She says the babies are too much work 
for her mother, and she feels wonderful,’ 

“Well, she can’t,” Jim said flatly. 
“They're getting along fine over there. 
Minna doesn’t need to yet up.” He took 
a long drink of milk. ‘“*Who’s that girl 


enquired, “Funny 


they’ve got?” he 
kind ot girl to pe working in a restaur- 
ant.” 

“T don’t know anything about her. 
She’s a nice little thing.” 

“You think everybody’s a nice little 
thing.” Jim grinned at her. 

“No,” his mother said calmly. “1 
don’t.”” She clipped her embroidery hoops 
firmly over the worn spot in the linen 
her thread in one 


fasten d 


napkin, 
corner and began to weave the needle 


in and out. It was peaceful, here on the 


porch; and just as it had been a thousand 


times before. As it would not be 
' 


very much longer. 


**Mother.” 


C795 This year’s assortment 0! Chris 


distinctly Canadian scene 

usual will go overseas. [here 
garden cards and charm) 
both printing and coloring « 
reproductions of pain 
cards in the assortme 
come packed in a br 

gifts. $1.00 per box. Or 


Avenue, Toronto, « 
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“Yes, Jim.” 


You been at any Ladies 


’ 


Aid meet- 
Ings lately er 
ny ar 
No. No, I haven t.. ‘She suppressed 
“What do you want to know?” 
«“ ” | 
Well, he said thoughtfully, “ there s 


+ 


something 


a smile ° 


going on | don’t understand. 
Somebody’s bought the hospit il site. 
Che hilltop,”’ 


His mother’s hands stopped in their 


work, She stared at him. He sounded so 





the only 

one he or his father had ever wanted. 
“Jim, surely you must be mistaken. 

Who would buy it? Who would want it? 


You've always said it was perfect for a 


casual, But the hospital site 


hospital and nothing else. You’v e got 


hold of one of those silly stories that 
Why, 


knows that’s where the hospital is to 


come backward. everybody 


be! Nobody would buy it away from 
you!” 

‘I guess I’ve been counting on that 
myself,” he said slowly. “But I’m not 


mistaken. thought I was ready to buy 


I 
it myself. I’ve got about ten thousand 
dollars put away, and people are begin- 
. another year 
or two, and we might make a start. | 


decided to buy the land, anyway. While 


ning to get shaped up . 


I’ve got the money. Getting married 

” he began and stopped. He seemed 
unconscious of all that beginning implied. 
“Well, the hospital has to come first,” 
he said briefly. “‘But the land’s sold. | 
went up to the city and saw the real 
They won’t tell who’s 


estate people. 
the buyer, but the deal’s gone through. 
Closed.” 
RSE OTN. 3 
* Continued on page 66 





Always Keep a Carton Handy 


EDISON MAZDA 






| 

Avoid the annoyance and irritation of empty lamp 

sockets ... be sure of light when and where you 
want it... just keep a carton of Edison Mazda Lamps 

always on hand. Today, get a carton of these better 


lamps that give more hours of brighter light. 






ludes a great many 





ater number than 





e particularly lovely flower } 
r ol ‘ | 
y ras U in gail / E IN 
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ELECTRIC LIMITED 

















On 
Bat ee ly 
sere a 


A GIFT THAT CAN BE 
Proudly GIVEN ! 


This Christmas be sure your most 
important gift reflects your desire 
to give the best. Choose baggage 
distinguished by a famous name and 
pay no more for the privilege. 
Make it McBrine for 
correct styling, skilled 
workmanship and prac-‘ 
tical utility. See your 
McBrine dealer soon! 
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COFFEE 
Sada 





RANGE MODEL 
WITH ACCESSORIES $495 


Brews more wholesome coffee 
UNTOUCHED BY METAL...! 


Graceful, wide neck design; lovely,clear, 
heat - resisting CORNING glass, hand 
decorated with genuine platinum strip- 
ing. Complete with matched accessories 
of polished black bakelite: hinged de- 
canter cover, funnel holder and coffee 
measure. Two marvellous filters avail- 


able: CORY “Fast-Flo” and CORY Glass 
sold! Models priced from $4.45... up. 
coffee makers. 
@ chain. No fuss, no muss. 
coffee and tea, 
PERCY HERMANT LIMITED 


Rod. CORY Rod given as extra value 
CORY Glass Filter ROD 
All glass, not 
Uses no paper or filter cloth. 
GLASS COFFEE MAKER COMPANY 







with some models,—over 4,500,000 
Fits most glass 50 
even a hook or 
Produces clear, flavor-perfect 
Division of 
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A Star for Susan ¢? Continued from nage 46 





Dorothy pulled away from her 
violently and got up. She stood against 
the window seat, her eyes brimming with 
tears that would not fall. ‘“‘That’s a 
lie,” she said. “‘That’s not true. You’re 
just measuring Dickie by . . . somebody 
you know yourself. It isn’t true about 
Dickie. There never could be any other 
girl for him, nobody but me, just as 
there never, never could be anybody for 
me but Dickie. Never. That’s a dread- 
ful thing for you to say!” 

It wasn’t any use talking to her. The 
trouble was, that now there was so little 
Marian could say that would make 
Dorothy feel any better, and she never 
had been any good at pretending any- 
thing she didn’t feel. Dorothy seemed 
to have no ambition; all she had wanted 
was to be let alone in her silly, impos- 


sible, childish romance. She had 
probably counted on marrying Dickie 
Spack. 


That kind of love was . horrible. 


It had to be stamped out. 


WHEN SUSAN went back to her room 
after her talk with her mother, she felt 
physically ill. It was a familiar feeling, 
and came from nothing but nerves, as 
she knew now very well. A good many 
times in her life she had experienced it, 
and it was always the result of a difli- 
culty with her mother. What happened, 
if she didn’t get things straightened out 
at once, was that her head got worse, and 
she couldn’t eat, and she got weak and 
wobbly and generally useless, and then 
she had to give in and do whatever it 
was her mother wanted, because there 
wasn’t enough left of her to resist. It 
was a very unpleasant weakness, and 
Susan hated herself for it, but she 
hadn’t ever known what to do. 

But she knew now. This situation was 
something that she couldn’t give over 
to her mother. It wasn’t her own 
situation, really; the problem wasn’t 
hers, tlic solution couldn’t be anything 
cheap and quick, arrived at through 
weakness. There were too many things 
that had to be considered—her father’s 
wishes, her mother’s 
Daphne’s bitterness, her own future; 
she had to think about what was just 
and what was unjust, and it might be 
that all the injustice was not, this time, 
on her mother’s side; it might be that 
her father’s plans had not been pure and 
clean, but motivated by revenge and a 
sense of power and a desire to get even, 
in the end, and show just who It was 
in the Van Wyck family who could 
really achieve his purposes. 

She got up at last, purposefully, and 
dressed quickly in the brown'suit she 
had worn today. She pulled a bag and 
her toilet case out of the luggage closet 
at the end of her dressing room, and 
filled them quickly. 
she said abruptly, “I'll need money.” 

Well, she didn’t have any money. 
There was seven dollars in her purse. 


unhappiness, 


Into the mirror 


There hadn’t been much ready cash in 
their house for a long time, and Susan 
understood, now, why the five-dollar 
bills and ten-dollar bills had been doled 
out to her so grudgingly, so that she 
hated to ask for a penny and never got 
anything without asking. 

But there was the bit her grandmother 
had left her, a few hundred dollars, too 
precious to touch. This would be a good 
use for it. She would take it all. She 
would need it. 

You could buy a lot with a few 


hundred dollars. Grandmother Van 


Wyck could have furnished a whole 


house with as much money as that and 
had enough left over to buy a flock of 
hens, too. It was enough surely for 
blue linoleum, the heavy inlaid kind, 
and good linen, and some fine china, 
and a refrigerator. 

The bank, of course, 
now, and yet she had to take the money 


wasn’t open 
with her. 
from Cedarvale, it would just take her 
mother about five minutes to know 
about it and to come out and find her 
and ruin everything. No, her mother 
mustn’t know where she was. 


If she wrote cheques later, 


Seven dollars would pay her way at a 
hotel tonight. It would be simpler to 
sleep here, but if she did sleep here, if 
she got into her own bed, she wouldn’t 
be able to go anywhere in the morning. 
She would be deathly sick, and the 
doctor would come and fuss, and do her 
no good, and every time anybody walked 
knives 
driving into the base of her brain, and 


downstairs it would be like 
every time she lifted her head she would 
want to die. It was bad enough already. 
It was getting very bad. 

She sat down at her desk quickly and 
(Dear Mother: I am 


going away, to a safe, pleasant, quiet 


wrote a note. 


place I know, where I can think things 
over. Please don’t trv to find me, I shall be 
well and safe. I will come back before my 
birthdav. 

She left the note propped on the desk. 
She got up dizzily, slid her arms into her 


Love, Susan.) 


jacket, took a tweed coat down from a 
hanger, and picked up her bags. She 
turned off her lights and 
noiselessly into the deserted hall, and 
down the back stairs. Nobody saw her. 
She unlocked the garage door, dropped 
her bags into the seat beside her and 
drove to a hotel, and as soon as the bank 
was open in the morning, probably 
before they knew at home that she was 
gone, she went round and got her money. 

She was doing the only possible thing; 
she knew that. As soon as she turned off 
the big highway and started toward 
Cedarvale, finally, with her bags on 
the seat beside her and the money for 
Jean in her pocket, all her wretchedness 
and bad temper disappeared Jike mist in 
the morning sun. 


went out 


JIM’S CAR slid into the driveway, and 
then the door of his office banged. His 
mother, coming up the hill from her rock 
garden, hurried into the house. 

Jim was there, in his office. She heard 
him at the telephone. He had a flat tire, 
he was telling them at the garage, and 
the spare wasn’t in good shape, either 

they’d better bring up a new one. 

He came down the hall to the kitchen. 
**Now the phone’ll ring,” he said cheer- 
fully. “I just picked up a nail turning 
off the road.” 

“It’s just 


in about a baby,” his mother agreed, 


the time somebody calls 


out of a long experience. “Are you 
hungry, Jim? Did you have lunch?” 

“IT had something at Barkerville. Not 
much, What do I smell?” 

“Chocolate cake,” his mother said 
placidly, and got out the box. She cut 
him a big piece, off the corner, and 
He took the 
battered pewter tray out of her hands 
and went out to the glassed-in porch 
running along the back of the kitchen. 


poured a glass of milk. 


His mother’s houseplants were there, 


on the wide window ledge. The cats 


—————_ LL 
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IN Defense of Glamour 





The Brave New SHADE 
for Young, Warm, Pulsating Lips 


‘Today, patriotism’s in the air 
and the new Winter clothes have a 
military swing and dash that’s ver 
young and vital! If you'd do justice 
to your trim, new outfit, you must get 
a young, new shade in lipstick, too. 
You'll love Patriot Red .« for it’s 
a deeper, richer red and yet so alive— 
brilliant as the St. George’s cross in 
our flag—exciting as the music of a 
military band! 

Wear 


Patriot Red “in defense of 


glamour” . for this thrilling shade 
comes in the Louis Philippe special 
type Lipstick —colour-blended in a 
special way so that, even in glaring 
sunshine, its shades won’t turn cold 
and hard. Gives your lips a lasting 
for it stays on for 


glamour too 


hours without smear or smudge. 


In fact, w ear Patriot Red and you can 


forget your lips — others won't for 
that young, warm, pulsating colour 


will be too utterly bewitching! 


» 


gon wat 


f° Sag, 
eS 


For extra glamour with y« 
Patriot Red 
Angelus Rouge Incarnat 
Louis Philippe 
Rouge and Face Powder 
just ask for Loui 

Patriot Red Make-Up! 











Lipstick get 
Compact 


Philippe 
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O you're going to have Christmas dinner at home 

this year, It’s all settled, all except that suggestion 

someone made about inviting a soldier or two to 

share it with you. You'd like to, of course, but 
you’re wondering if the boys would want to come and 
whatever you'd do to entertain them, 

Well, they’d love it. If you want really appreciative 
guests, invite these lads who are away from their own 
homes to yours. But don’t ask just one, unless you 
know him well or you can’t possibly squeeze in another; 
have two or more of them together, and you'll find the 
conversation will roll right along even if you’ve never 
set eyes on each other before. Even Doug has brought 
his pal to the Halls’—or perhaps the boy friend just 


tagged along! 










FAMILY PORTRAIT—Scene 5: Doug has brought 

along a pal who couldn’t get home to share the 

Christmas tun. If you'd like to entertain some soldiers 

during the holidays, this article will tell you how to 
go about it. 


If you don’t know anyone at the local camp, but 
would like to share your turkey with the boys, call up 
the Army OF Air Force | leadquarters, or the ¥ ...A.. 
tell them how many you can accommodate and what 
kind of a party you’re having. They’ll know the ones 
who'll fit in; there are all kinds in every branch of the 


Service. There are those who prefer to go danc ing in the 


afternoon, outdoor fiends who like nothing better than 


skating, or skiing, or going for a sleigh ride, others who 
& > = 5 t ’ 
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A DEPARTMENT OF HOME 
MANAGEMENT-Conducted 
By HELEN G. CAMPBELL. 





think that parlor games are grand fun, some who like 


to see a show or listen to a concert, and a lot of them 
who’d enjoy a singsong or a talk fest in easy chairs 
around the fire. 

So plan your entertainment, let your plans be known, 
and your guests will be selected for you with this in 
mind, And everybody will be happy. One Squadron 
Leader tells of filling an“‘ order” for“ three tall, dark and 
handsomes to go dancing,” and for “‘a couple of nice 
quiet chaps who’d like a good dinner and a game of 
bridge.” 

Here’s another little tip the boys asked us to give you. 
Westerners training at an Eastern camp are specially 
thrilied with an invitation from anyone who’s ever lived 
in the West. And vice versa. x Continued on page 57 
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Heinz 


Taste Just Like The Home-Baked Kind 


H: J. HEINZ COMPANY OF CANADA LTD., LEAMINGTON, CANADA; MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA; LONDON, ENGLAND 
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EINZ honest-to-goodness baked beans are a dish that makes 
mere words seem weak. They're crammed with flavour, baked 
till they’re fairly bursting with mealy tenderness, shining with spicy 


sauces! Just such beans as these 
out of the brick oven of an old 


might have been proudly lifted 
farmhouse—after long hours of 


baking. Today that heavy, tantalizing fragrance can rise from your 
table in just a matter of minutes. For Heinz Oven-baked Beans need 
only heating—and they're ready for eating. And what grand eating 


they are! Tender, mouth-watering 
Heinz Beans taste like the home- 
baked kind. Won't you try this 
nourishing, delicious family 
favourite some night soon—and see 
how really fine oven-baked beans 
can be? 


Four Kinds 


1. Heinz Oven-Baked Boston-style Beans 
with pork and molasses sauce. 2. Heinz 
Oven-Baked Beans with pork and tomato 
sauce. 3. Heinz Oven-Baked Beans, 
Vegetarian-style, in tomato sauce with- 
out meat. 4. Heinz Oven-Baked Red 
Kidney Beans. 


sao BEANS 
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Entertaining Soldiers :: 


Continued from page 55 





Lads from the Maritimes, love to visit 


folks from Down East who know 
the smell of the sea and the taste ef a 
mackerel when it jumps out of the 


water into the frying pan. Doesn't 
everybody love to talk about the home 


town? 


IF YOU’RE entertaining at home, or 
helping your club or church group 
arrange a party for the boys, here are 
a few ideas to provide a bit of fun. 

A good ice breaker is to give each 
girl a slip of paper on which is written 
directions for choosing her partner for 
the first game, or the first dance, or for 
One reads that hei 
partner is the one with the most loose 


supper afterward. 


change in his pocket, another the one 
with the most letters in his name, still 
another the lad the 
farthest to join up—and so on until all 


who has come 


are paired, 


* 
Straws and Beans 


TWO PLAY at a time 
of two teams. Have a saucer containing 
twelve to twenty small beans on a table 
where everybody can have a good look. 
Then on tables, or chairs, about four 
paces away, place empty saucers, one 
to the right, the other to the left. Give 
the players a drinking straw, tell them 
to put it in their mouths, pick up the 


one from each 


beans—one at a time—on the other end 
and carry them to their allotted saucer. 
The thing is to race your opponent and 
see how many you can safely transport 
in, say, half a minute. If you begin to 
laugh you’re sunk, so a sense of humor 
is no advantage. But just try not to! 
Each team keeps count and the totals 
added when each player has done his 
stunt, 


Half a Minute 


(Good for a crowd of twelve to twenty 


DIVIDE THE crowd into two teams. 
Have one of them go out into another 
room while the home team decides on a 
letter of the alphabet as a means of 
torture. One at a time the outcasts are 
sent for; each is made to sit on a chai 
facing the assembly and given the letter. 
He must string off in as rapid succession 
as his paralyzed mind will allow, all the 
words he can think of beginning with A 
or D or M, or whatever Jetter is chosen, 
while one of his opponents times him for 
half a minute and another keeps score of 
the words. When all have been through 
the mill, the scores are added and now 
it’s the other team’s turn to be the goat. 

t’s awful for half a minute, but fun the 


| ! 


rest of the time! 
Beetle 


HERE’S A game of luck and speed, not 


Guests 


a test of your artistic ability. 
play in twos. They’re given one of a 
pair of dice, a pencil and a sheet of 
paper marked out in six squares with at 
one side a picture of a beetle and a key 
to his anatomy. One rolls the dice and 
the other does the drawing, but not 
until “1” 
begin the art work. When it does, they 
up lets them add 


turns up can their partner 
draw the body. “2” 
his head; **3” the eyes 
“4” the tail; ak ae 
feelers; “6” any one of his eight legs. Ot 
course, they work only in one square 


one at a time; 


anv one of the four 


at a time. 
The thing is to roll the bones—or bone 


—as quic kly as possible, for as SOON as 


any drawing is complete the luckies cry 
Beetle,” and everyone stops. Count 

\ ey : ' 
one eacn Tor body, head, eyes and 


Total score:is seventeen, 
but few there’ll be who’ll make it. Play 


six rounds, then rotate according to any 


appe ndage Ss. 


prearranged plan. 


Word Artists 


HAVE ONE player act as captain and 
divide the rest into two even teams. 
The teams are stationed at opposite sides 
of the room at a table with a pad of 
paper and a pencil. “One person from 
each side goes to the captain (sitting in 
the middle of the room) who whispers a 
word such as forest, or chocolate bar, 
pudding, rain, blackout, Iake or some 
such, The two artists rush back to their 
respective teams and immediately begin 
to draw a picture, to convey to their 
team their impression of the word given. 
For example, to draw rain you could 
draw a rain barrel, an umbrella, a pair of 
rubbers, drops coming from black clouds 
and so on, 

There must not be any printing or 
writing, and the artist must draw with- 
out speaking. Of course everyone tries 
to guess what the picture conveys. The 
team which is first to shout the answer 
loud enough for the captain to hear wins. 
In winning, they gain a player, the artist 
from the other side. 

The idea is to guess from the pictures 
You don’t 
have to be a good artist, but ingenuity 


drawn what the word was. 


in conveying the meaning of the word is 
the thing that counts. 

The artist may draw as many pictures 
as he wishes and usually keeps drawing 
until the team guesses the word. 


Balloon Race 


CHOOSE sides, and line them up in two 
queues, one beside the other. Place two 
straight-backed chairs three or four feet 
apart, at the other side of the room 
facing the players. Give each person a 
toy balloon and tell the leader of each 
side to sit on the chair, start at a word 
*““go” and blow up his bailoon until it 
bursts. As soon as one player Is success- 
ful, the next in line takes his place and 
the side first finished is the winner. 


Corks 
TO PLAY this game, have pieces of 
strong string about two yards long, with 
a fair-sized cork tied securely on one 
end. Give one of these and twenty 
matches, pebbles or rice grains, to each 
person. Have a group of eight to ten 
stand in a circle around a pot or kettle 
has a tin or aluminum lid, and 
One player kneels 


which is on the floor 


which 
cast in their corks. 
beside the pot 
with a lid in one hand and a pair of dice 
When thes« 


cither seven or eleven turns up, all the 


in the other. are rolled and 
“fishermen” try to pull out their corks, 
and the kneeling player tries to catch 
them in the pot, by putting on the lid 
with all the spe ed possible, ‘Those whose 
corks are caught pay a forfeit from thei 
“bank” to the catcher. Any person who 
pulls out the cork when another com- 
bination of numbers turns up, must also 
pay a fine for this. The dice thrower has 
places with 


live then trades 


someone in the circle and so on In turns 


This 


game is hard on pot lids, but hilarious 


turns, 
until all have played the part. 


fun, 
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Beauty Queen Chooses Quaker Oats as Most Delicious Breakfast. 


‘Millions prefer Quaker Oats for delicious flavor, and it’s 
my favorite, too,” says Charlotte Rexstrew, twice crowned 
most beautiful co-ed. Quaker Oats is Canada’s “first 
choice”? cereal— often a 3 to 1 favorite, independent 
investigations show. 


a 
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Tells Her She Gets Great “Spark-Plug” Vitamin, Too. 
*Nature stores Thiamin more richly in whole-grain oat- 
meal than in any other thrifty food. Everyone needs 
Thiamin, to help turn food into energy. Quaker Oats con- 
tains enough Thiamin to “‘spark”’ itself and twice again 


Science 
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To turn food 


,® 


ll @ 


Into Lnergy 


NATURE MADE 


DELICIOUS QUAKER OATS 
TRIPLE-RICH* IN NEEDED 


THIAMIN oer 
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as much food into needed energy. 


Food authorities say millions of diets are 
deficient in Thiamin, a great vitamin 
essential for energy, sound nerves, growth 
and good digestion. We can be at our 
best—fully alive and alert—only with 
an adequate supply. Perfect health is im- 
possible without it. 

Now science reveals the Quaker Oats 
breakfast is naturally triple-rich in Thia- 
min. Contains enough Thiamin to “‘spark”’ 
itself and twice again as much food into 
energy. Here’s a real help for millions in 
guarding against the tiredness, nervous- 
ness and other handicaps of Thiamin de- 
ficiency. Yes, you get precious Thiamin in 
the breakfast already found an overwhelm- 
| ing favorite for flavor in independent in- 
vestigations—delicious Quaker Oats. 

Also important— Thiamin is not stored 


| 
| 





Copyright 1940, by The Quaker Outs Company 


QUAKER OATS 


CANADA’S POPULAR YEAR "ROUND BREAKFAST 


Get this Extra Protection Against 
Fatigue ...Nerve Strain—for Your Family 


by the body. You need a fresh supply daily. 
So make the delightful Quaker Oats break- 
fast a daily habit. So economical. Gives 2 
to 3 times as many servings as 6 other 
leading cereals per penny of cost. Prepare 
in as little as 2% minutes, Get a package 
at your grocer’s today! 





JOIN QUAKER OATS 1941 SILK 
STOCKING CLUB 
You can get beautiful silk stockings for only 
3scand 1 Quaker Oats box top. Get your 
membership certificate from your grocer today. 
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BREAKFAST 
1 (Sunday) 
Baked ao 


Cerea 
Grilled Bacon Toast 
Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


2 
Cereal with Sliced Bananas 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





Tomato Juice 
Milk Toast 
Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 





Apples 
Cereal 
Jam 


Toast 
Tea 


Coffee 





Stewed Apricots 
Cereal 
Grilled Sausages 


Toast 
Coffee Tea 





Apples 
French Toast 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 





8 
(Sunday) 





Cereal with Raisins 
Frizzled Ham Toast 
Coffee Tea 





10 


Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Jam 


Toast 
Tea 


Coffee 





ll 


Stewed Prunes 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast Marmaiade 
Coffee Tea 





12 


Apple Sauce 
Cereal 
Brown Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea 


13 


Grapefruit Segments 
Grilled Smoked Fish 


Toast 
Coffee Tea 





14 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Plain Muffins Jam 
Coffee Tea 


15 


(Sunday) 
Apple Juice 
Waffles 
Bacon Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 








16 
Sliced Bananas 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Meats of the Month 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Assorted Sandwiches 
Celery 
Caramel Layer Cake 
Grapes 
Hot Chocolate 


Creamed Salmon on Toast 


Gherkins 
Canned Peaches 
Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Potatoes with 
Onions and Cheese 
Warnied Muffins 
Baked Apples with Raisins 
Tea Cocoa 





Cream of Celery Soup 
Frankfurters 
French Fried Potatoes 
Apricot Whip 


Tea Cocoa 


Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Fruit Cup 
Drop Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Mushroom Soup 
Jellied Vegetable Salad 
Bread or Rolls 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Cod and Potato 
Pineapple, Grape and 
Grapefruit Salad 





DINNER 
Clear Tomato Soup 
Rib Roast of Beet 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Browned Potatoes Turnips 
Maple Bavarian 
Coffee Tea 
re Pie 
Chili Sauce 
Buttered Carrots 
Cole Slaw 
Chocolate Blancmange 





Pork Chaps with Dressing 
Mashed Potatoes 
Canned Corn 
Cup Cakes 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Lamb Stew with Vegetables 
Steamed Mashed Squash 
Lemon Bread Custard 
Coffee Tea 


ae 


Oven-cooked Steak 
Baked Potatoes Peas 
Rice and Raisin Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Boiled Codfish 
Egg Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Scailoped Tomatoes 
Cranberry Tart 
Coffee Tea 


Liver and Bacon 
Creamed Potatoes Spinach 
Apple Dumplings 

Tea 


Tea 





Nut Bread “4 
Tea Cocoa Coffee 
Oyster Stew Hot Baked Ham 
Saltines Corn Patties 
Gherkins | Celery Cauliflower 
Hot Biscuits Cheese Peppermint Ice Cream 
Jam Fancy Cakes 
Tea Ginger Ale Coffee 
Baked Beans Barley Broth 


Catsup 
Brown Toast 
Stewed Apples 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 





Rice and Ham Croquettes 
Tomato Sauce 
Lettuce Salad 

Canned Berries Cookies 

Tea Cocoa 


Onion Soup 
Croutons 
Individual Fruit Shortcakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Cheese Soufflé 
Hard Rolls 
Celery Curls 
Ice Cream Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Stuffed Onions 
Tomato Sauce 
Pear and Jelly Salad 
Left-over Gingerbread 


Tea Cocoa 
Bean Soup 
Crackers 
Waldorf Salad Rolls 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 
Celery Dill Pickles 
Angel Cake with Chocolate 
Sauce 
Macaroons 
Ginger Ale 
Grape Juice 


Tea and 


Tomato Soup 

Chicken Salad 
Hot Biscuits 
Jam Tarts 


Tea Cocoa 





Grilled Lamb Chops 
Boiled Potatoes 
String Beans 
Cocoanut Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Beefsteak and Kidney Pie 
Glazed Parsnips 
Shredded Cabbage 

Jellied Prunes 
Cream 
Coffee 


+ Roast of Veal 
Browned Potatoes 
Grape Tapioca 
Coffee 


Squash 
Tea 


Clear Sou 
Cold Roast Veal 
l.yonnaise Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Gingerbread Hard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Finnan Haddie in Milk 
Baked Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Chilled Lemon Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Browned Hamburger with 
Onions and Gravy 
Boiled Potatoes Parsnips 
Baked Custard with Chopped 
Walnuts 
Cofiee Tea 


Roast Chicken with Dressing 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Peas 
Hot Mince Pie 


Coffee Tea 


Spanish Steak 
oiled Potatoes 
Buttered Turnips 
Apple Crisp 


Coltee Tea 








Thirty-oue Menus for December 


BREAKFAST 


17 
Grapefruit Juice 
Bacon 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
18 ech aed oo rm : 


Cereal with Chopped Dates 


Toasted Rolls Honey 
Coffee Tea 
19 fs sa 
Pineapple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 
20 Sr ae ia 
Baked Apples 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 
21 es 


Stewed Apricots 
Creamed Fish on Toast 
(left-over) 
Coffee 


(Sunday) 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Ham and Eggs 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 
Se? tock Hie 
Canned Grapefruit 
Bread and Milk 


Toasted Rolls Jam 
Coffee Tea 
rer le 
Apple Sauce 
French Toast 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
Ser Beco 
(Christmas Day) 
Grape Juice 
Bacon 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
pagrorenetemnnnrnenioes 
Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 


Coffee Tea 


Cereal with Chopped Figs 


Scones Jam 
Coffee Tea 
28 Pr f 
Sliced Bananas 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 
29 
(Sunday) 
Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Corn Bread Bacon 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
30 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
31 
Stewed Prunes 
Milk Toast 
Bran Muffins Honey 
Coflee 


Tea 


PARSLEY POTATOES—Hot 
boiled potatoes buttered and 
sprinkled with chopped parsley. 
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LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Salmon Scallop 
Brown Rolls 
Canned Plums 
Cookies 


Tea Cocoa 


Curried Eggs on Toast 

Lettuce Salad 
Cookies 
Cocoa 


Fruit 
Tea 


Minced Cooked Beef and 
Potato Patties 
Savory Tomato Sauce 
Fresh Raisin Bread 
Cream Cheese Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 


Clam Chowder 
Raw Carrot and Onion Salad 
Bran Muffins Honey 
Tea Cocoa 


Grilled Kidneys and Bacon 
Fried Potatoes 
Mustard Pickles 
Chocolate Rennet Custard 
Tea Cocoa 


Mixed Fruit Salad 
Rolls 
White Cake Butter Icing 
Hot Chocolate 


Beef Broth 
Lobster Salad 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Sliced Fresh Bologna 
French Fried Potatoes 
Mustard Pickle 
Ice Cream Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Asparagus with 
Cheese on Toast 
Pickled Onions 
Jellied Apple Sauce with 
Cherries 
Shortbread 
Tea Ginger Ale 
Spaghetti with Tomatoes 
Lettuce with French Dressing 
Crackers Cheese 
Jelly 


Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Mushroom Soup 
Jellied Vegetable Saiad 
Toasted Scones 
Canned Fruit Cookies 
lea Cocoa 


Corn Fritters and Bacon 
Brown Bread and Butter 
Grape, Apple and Celery Salad 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Sliced Corned Beef 
Potato Salad 
Dill Pickles 
Fruit Cup 
lea 


Fancy Cakes 


Cocoa 


Lobster-stuffed Potatoes 
Carrot and Celery Sla 
Canned Berries 
lea Cocoa 


Cream of Onion Soup 


Crackers Cheese 
jaked Apples with Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


GLAZED PARSNILPS-Cooked 
parsnips brushed with a glazing 
syrup and reheated in a moder 
ated oven until lightly browned 
(Syrup—% cupful of brown 
sugar, '4 cupful of butter and 

¢ cupfui of hot water, boiled 
for five minutes.) 


Pearl Onions 


DINNER 


Franconia Potatoes 
Cabbage 
Pineapple Upside-Down Cake 


} 
| 
| Roast of Beef 
| nT 
lea 


Cotfee 


Vegetable Soup 
Cold Roast Beef 
Baked Potatoes Squash 
Steamed Fruit Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 


Coffee Tea @. 
Pork Chops 


Creamed Potatoes Spinach 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Fresh Johnny Cake 

Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





Baked Whitefish 
Parsley Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Blancmange with Apricots 
Coffee Tea 


Cream of Corn Soup 
Frankfurters 
Buttered Noodles 

| Sauerkraut 
Cherry Jelly 
Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Grilled Lamb Chops 
Mint Jelly 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Molded Rice 
Butterscotch Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Veal Stew 
Dumplings Buttered Beets 
Fruit Trifle 
Coffee Tea 
Oxtail Soup 
Vegetable Plate 
(Potato au Gratin, Wax Beans 
canned), Braised Celery, 
Spinach) 
Black Currant Rolypoly 
Coffee Tea 
Tomato Bouillon 
Roast Chicken or Turkey 
Apple Cranberry Relish 
Sweet Potatoes Pickle 
Creamed Onions Celery 
| Christmas Pudding Hard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Casserole of Left-over Fowl 
Baked Potatoes Cole Slaw 
Baked Peaches with Cocoanut 

Coffee Tea 


Oven-tried Oysters with Lemon 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Peas 
Cranberry Pudding 
Cotte Tea 


Boiled Corn Beef 
Potatoes Stewed Tomatoes 
Papioca Cream 
Colles 


| 


Tea 


Consommeé 
Roast Pork Apple Rings 
Browned Potatoes 
Buttered Cauliflower 
Pumpkin Tarts with Whipped 
Cream 


Cotter Tea 


Pork in Mustard Sauce 
on Toast 

Mashed Potatoes 

Brussels Sprouts 


Cool 


Ice Cream Cookies 
Cotlee Tea 
Fried Calves’ Liver 
Creamed Potatoes Peas 


Steamed Fruit Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Cotfee Tea 


Bread buttered 


CROUTONS 


on both sides, then cut into 
small cubes and toasted in a 
pan in iue oven 








CHATELAINE, DECEMBER, 1940 
CHRISTMAS DINNER MENU 


Lobster Cocktail 
Parsley Pinwheels or Cheese Pastry Stars 
Roast Turkey 
Brown Gravy Currant Jelly 
Potato Puff 
Spinach Ring with Beets Piquant 
Corn with Pepper Sauce 
Carrot and Turnip Slivers Gherkins 
Christmas Pudding with Hard Sauce 


or 


Ice Cream in Meringue Wreath 
Honey Divinity Drops 
Spiced Australian Raisins 
Cashews 
Plum and Apple Punch 
Coffee 


Lobster Cocktail 


(A Chatelaine Institule approved recipe) 


114 Cupfuls of lobster, shredded 
or cubed 
Lettuce cups, if desired 
5 Cupful each of finely chopped 


green onions 
Celery and green pepper 
g Cupful each of mayonnaise, 
catsup and chili sauce 


Worcester sauce, or salt to 
taste 
Arrange the prepared lobster in sea- 
food cocktail glasses or in lettuce cups. 


thoroughly the remaining ingredients. 
| ight servings. 


Parsley Pinwheels 
4 Chatelaine Institute approved recij« 
2 Slices of bread, cut length- 
wise from the loaf 
t Tablespoonfuls of butter, 
creamed 
4 ‘Tablespoonfuls of parsley, 
finely chopped 
14 ‘Teaspoonful of lemon juice 
Cut the two slices one eighth to one 
quarter of an inch thick from the long 
side of a sandwich, or any other, loaf. 
Remove the crusts. Combine the butter, 
parsley and lemon juice and spread this 
mixture on theslices. Starting at one end 
of a slice, roll up like a jelly roll. Wrap 
tightly in waxed paper or a damp towel 
and place in the refrigerator. Just before 
serving, Cut in one-quarter-inch slices. 
This amount makes about two dozen 
pinwheels, 
Cheese Pastries 
A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Rich pastry 
Butter, softened 
Grated cheese 
Roll the pastry about a quarter of an 
inch thick, Spread with a little softened 
butter and sprinkle with grated cheese. 
Fold and roll again. Chill, roll out and 
cut into star shapes. Bake in a hot oven 


| 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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“Will you have Lhea Stnensts? 
I said brightly 





I left them alone, to discuss Thuja 

plicata and Prunella vulgaris for a while 
—then appeared with a tray. *‘Will you 
have Thea sinensis?’’ I said brightly. 


Prof. Rittenhouse gave me a ‘‘D"’ in 
Botany, but when I married his most 
brilliant student, he ca//edon us.*‘Ask him to 
stay for tea," "John said, as | went to the door. 


450 deg. Fahr. — until delicately 
brown. Continued on next page 


Serve with generous amounts of well- 


chilled made by combining 


dressing 





I! 





I showed him the potted #ea plant I'd 
been nursing along. ‘‘Here’s the secret, 
Professor—I choose these little, tender, 
young leaves for making tea. They have the 


*P The Professor actually beamed with 4A 
pleasure. ‘Allow me to compliment 
you on your excellent tea.”’ he said, after 
‘or, if you prefer, your truly 


tasting it, 
k¢ memorable —ah— Thea sinensis — ahem!"' most wonderful flavor!’ His jaw dropped. 
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T. Eaton Co. & 





As a base Richard designed three wooden 
stars in graduated sizes. He painted one red, 
one white, one blue, piled them in that order 
and fastened a stiff wire upright through the 
centre. On this he threaded corks which he’d 
first given a coat of gilt, and on top he set a = «Do you—do yeu really mean you 
Marion had picked . eo grow your own tea?” he asked. “Oh, 
long ones such no, I didn’t say rhat,"’ I said, and brought 
WR my package of Tender Leaf Tea from the 
p= kitchen, ‘See, this is how I choose —this 
package contains the choice, young leaves!"’ 

“Dear young lady,’’ twinkled the Profes- 
sor, ‘‘I am revising your grade—toan ‘A’!”’ 


shiny five-pointed star. 
out six sets of colorful needles 
as she uses for knitting sweaters, and others 
in graduating lengths down to the short slim GED, 
ones for the tree’s top. Every fifth cork had 
been drilled to ac commodate these“ branches” 
and in they went. Then on this skeleton the 


tree trimmers draped wool, looping It up at e 


the needle-ends and fastening with a little tuft, 
and finishing off with a gilded cork drilled to 
hold a tiny candle. 

Expensive? No, because when the party's le 
over every bit of wool will be knitted up, and 
the Red Cross for 


Your grocer has Tender Leaf Brand 

Tea in 7- and 12-0z. packages —and in the 

- new FILTER tea balls. Enjoy the finer flavor and 

fragrance of the choice, young tea leaves —today! 
Blended and packed in Canada 





AVN aka S 


the needles donated to a 
Listen to “One Man's Family on the CBC Network every Sunday 


practical purposes. 





HRISTMAS dinner at the Halls’ is a family affair 

and a great event. There is all the season’s 

beloved tradition in the meal and the setting, 
but as a smart young hostess Marion has contrived to 
give a modern touch to the celebration. 

This year the table has a patriotic air, flaunting 
vibrant red, white and blue in the Christmas symbols 
and decoration. The centrepiece is a gay little tree 
that never saw the woods, but has all the shapeliness 
of an evergreen and a charm of its own. Marion 
thought of it and Richard, who loves to putter about 
with things, built it. On the opposite page we explain 
just how he did the job. 


MARION’S BEST linen damask cloth is a background 
for her Christmas table, and her new set of English 
china is just the thing for this setting—clear white with 
blue lines in the border and a lovely floral design in 
which pink to red shades predominate. Nut and candy 
holders are star-shaped aluminum jelly molds with 
Cellophane ribbon pasted on the outside to doll them 
up. Marion has used one of these as a cookie cutter for 
her cheese pastry stars which she’s decorated in the 
bulldog spirit with softened cream cheese forced 
through a pastry tube. They’re on the bread and butter 
plante, holding aloft a tiny lighted candle at one point. 


CHRISTMAS DINNE 
By Helen G. Campbell 





FAMILY PORTRAIT—Scene 6: In the kitchen, Marion 

takes the turkey out of the oven and Dick, with his 

bicycle poised for a quick get-away, tries to snatch a 

sample. Judy is putting the finishing touches to the 

table, while Doug stands by admiring the future Mrs. 
Reid's handiwork. 


Place cards are right on the napkins, each nam¢ 
spelled out with sticky-back gold letters. 

Favors for the ladies carry out the up-to-the-minute 
theme—a miniature sock leg knitted on bright cocktail 
picks and complete with a safety pin to fasten to a coat 
lapel or wear on the smartest gown. The men get air- 
planes for favors—red and white picks tied together 
with blue wool. 

In the color scheme for her menu Marion has carried 
out the season’s traditional red and green. She decided 
on an all-British dinner to keep her money in the 
Empire and thus express her patriotism in a practical 
way. The meal starts off with a nibble of Jobster in a 
tangy tomato sauce, partly because it has the Christmas 
color and partly because we’re asked to use this good 
Canadian fish. Then turkey and trimmin’s, with 
handsome as well as delicious accompaniments, followed 
by a plum pudding or a lighter modern dessert. Canada, 
Australia and India contribute sweetmeats, and the 





good old plum and apple combination provides a punch 
to toast the Empire and the Christmas season. 


LIKE ALL good managers, Marion has organized her 
work, and many of her dishes are well on the wav 
beforehand. By the twenty-fourth the sauce for the 
lobster is mixed and ready, the pinwheels rolled or the 
pastry stars made, the ten-to-twelve-pound turkey 
stuffed, the jelly brought up from the cellar shelves, 
potatoes cooked, mashed and seasoned, beets boiled, 
plum pudding mellowed for wee ks or meringue baked, 


g, candy made and raisins spiced, Then 


relishes crisping, 
after breakfast on Christmas morning she slips the 
turkey in the oven, sets the control at 275 degrees 
Fahr., and lets it cook slowly till the family come home 
from church, Meantime the stay-at-homes—Judy and 
Doug 


spinach, chop it in the can and turn it Into a saucepan. 
They get the corn and beets all ready for reheating, 


prepare the puff for the potatoes, open the 


make or order ice cream, or put the pudding to steam, 
mix the fruit juices and set the table. But even if they 
don’t get all this done—what with admiring the new ring 


and each other—last-minute preparations are not a 
long job. 
Two o’clock, and the family sit down to dinner, 


Merry Christmas to them—and to you all. 
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FAMILY PORTRAIT — S 
@ywire in the kitchen 


cene 7: Joan 
- When Mother unravels it, it‘]] 





and her English war guest, Belinda go 


be Christmas Pudding. 


Little Belinda all excited chout 


Her Ginst Canadian Christmas 


IT’S THRILLING © business, — this 
helping mother with the Christmas 
pudding. All the family give a stir 


for luck—even if mother has to put the 
bowl in the car and drive it down to 
Daddy’s office. And this year Joan has 
invited her very best friend to take a 
hand with the mixing. 

little war 
Christmas in 


Belinda is a guest, all 


excited about her first 
Canada. She can hardly wait for the 
snow, and she does hope that Santa will 
bring her the new pair of skates she’s 
asked for. What fun it will be to build 
a snow man and to have a snow battle, 
getting a bit down her neck and taking 
a few tumbles, but giving as good as she 
gets. How lovely to see the evergreen 
on the front lawn powdered with white 
and all sparkling with twinkly every- 
colored lights—and then to drive around 
and look at other people’s decorations, 
It’s just like fairyland, they say, when 
Christmas comes to Canada. 
Inside, the house will be all a-glitte: 

a holly wreath on the door and candles in 
the window, a _ bea-ut-i-ful tree and 
presents all done up in pretty paper 
with big perky bows and a surprise tn 


every package. 


Currant and Apple Dressing 


1 Chatelaine Institute recipe) 


approved 


114 Loaves of day-old bread 
415 Medium-sized onions, chopped 
3 Apples, chopped 
1 Cupful of currants 

Sage, savory, salt and pepper 


Tablespoonfuls of melted 
butter 


Oo 


Crumble the bread and combine with 
the onion, apples and currants. Add the 
Seasonings to taste and stir in the 
melted butter. 


a ten- to twelve-pound turkey. 


This amount will stuff 


Belinda have had _ the 
grandest time rubbing rosy apples till 


Joan and 


they shine, gilding walnut shells to hang 
on the tree, threading long strings of 
cranberries to loop over the branches, 
making popcorn balls, marking jolly 
faces—with currants and raisins—on 
star-shaped cookies, saving up to buy a 
present for each other and giving some 
of their precious pennies to make other 
children happy. It’s all so nice and busy 
and exciting, waiting for the 25th. Then, 
on Christmas Day, after opening all the 
presents and coming home from church, 
there'll be 


important-looking turkey or goose and a 


such a dinner—the most 


big blazing pudding with all the sauce 
you want. And candles on the table, 
crackers to pull, and little favors at 
every plac ec. 

But even with so much to do now and 
all these lovely things to look forward to, 
Belinda doesn’t forget Mummie and 
Daddy and all the folks at home. When 
she kneels down to say her prayers on 
Christmas Eve, she'll ask God to bless 
them, and the King and Queen and the 
little Princesses and all the people who 
are fighting for Britain. + 


Christmas Pudding 


1 Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Pound of beef suet 
1 Pound of brown sugar 
6 Eggs, well beaten 
1 Pound of flour 
2 Teaspoontuls of baking 
powder 
1 Teaspoonful of ground 
cloves 
1 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
1 Teaspoonful of allspice 
14 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 
1¢ Cupful of milk 


* Continued on next page 

















ROYAL HOUSEHOLD FLOUR 


Gives Better Baking Results 


This contest is being conducted by The Ogilvie Flour Mills Com- 

any, Limited, to acquaint more Canadian housewives with the 
were baking results that come from the use of Royal Household 
Flour—the flour which is so high in quality that it was chosen for 
the Royal Train when their gracious Majesties visited Canada, and 


for the Royal Navy. 


As soon as you open a bag of Royal Household Flour, you will 
see its superiority—its fine, snowy-white texture. When you make 
the dough with it, you will fee/ its superiority—its light, easy-working 


HERE ARE THE PRIZES 
133 Each Month 


Every month, for six months, the 
following prizes will be awarded 
to winners in this contest:— 


First Prize....... $100.00 Cash 
Second Prize..... 50.00 Cash 
Third Prize...... 25.00Cash 
10 Prizes, each of 10.00Cash 
20 Prizes, each of 5.00 Cash 
100 Prizes of .... 2.50 Cash 


THESE ARE THE RULES 


1. Simply send the words ‘Royal 
Household” cut from the bottom 
of a bag (or a sales slip showing 
a recent purchase of Royal House 
hold Flour), with your name and 
address to: Contest, Ogilvie Flour 
Mills Co. Limited, P.O. Box 6091, 
Montreal. Use the coupon below or 
another sheet of paper, as you wish. 


2. Each month a number of entries 
will be chosen as eligible for prizes. 
A letter will be sent to each of these 
ontestants, asking a simple ques- 
tion. The different prizes (133 each 
month) will be awarded according 
to the aptness of the replies to this 
question. In the case of a tie, dupli- 
cate prizes will be awarded. The 
decision of the judges will be final. 
No correspondence will be entered 
into, in regard to the contest. 

3. Each month's contest closes at 
midnight of the last day of the 
month. Entries postmarked later 
than that time will be considered 
in the following month's contest. 
4. You may make as many entries 
as you wish—either in any one 
month or in different months, 

5. The judges will be three dis- 
interested persons selected by The 
Ogilvie Flour Mills Company, 
Limited. No employee, or member 
of employee's family, of The Ogil 
Flour Mills Company, Limited, or 


its advertising agency, is eligible 
for t t 











_-—-——-—--- CONTEST ENTRY 





character. And when you try the deli- 
cious loaves of bread, cakes or pastry 
which come out of your oven, you will 
taste its superiority—the appetizing 
flavour that all your family will like 
and demand again and again. 

Royal Household Flour is better 
because it is made from the choicest 
selection of Canadian wheat, scientifi- 
cally washed, milled by Canada’s old- 
est and longest-experienced millers. 
It is put through nineteen different 
cleaning operations and sifted through 
silk to give you the light, clean, 
perfect-baking flour that you want to 
match your baking skill. 


He’s Harder to Please Than 


You Are About Baking 


As every batch of flour is milled by The 
Ogilvie Flour Mills Company, Limited, 
a sample is taken and baked under the 
co most rigid tests by an ex- 
(i> Uy pert whose job it is to be 
vod Y/ absolutely sure that the 
DG batch is up to the inflex- 

ible standard of baking 
quality which insures 
your perfect satisfaction 
a when you use Royal 
-7~+/ Household Flour. Every 
Z~i—bag that he releases is 
“= guaranteed for baking 

results. 


Y 


THE OGILVIE FLOUR MILLS CO., LIMITED 


“Royal Household” Flour- Ogilvie Oats- Ogilvie Blendies 
MONTREAL, FORT WILLIAM, WINNIPEG, MEDICINE HAT,EDMONTON 


Moncton, Quebec, Ottawa, Toronto, Regina, Moose Jaw, Saskatoon, 
Calgary, Vancouver, Victoria 40-71 
FORM—--————- 


(it is not necessary to send this coupon. Use another sheet of paper if you wish). 
CONTEST, The O,ilvie Flour Mills Co., Limited, 


P.O. Box 6091, Montreal, Que. 


I enclose the words “Royal Household” cut from the bottom of a 


bag (or other proof of purchase). 


Please enter my name in your contest. 


I agree to the rules of the contest. 


Name 


Address.......... 


IF IT’S “SOGILVIE”’ — IT’S GOOD 
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This offer is made to introduce you to one of the 


GENEROUS 
SAMPLE 
ancl 
A USEFUL 
BOOKLET 


finest cooking aids ever brought into your kitchen— 
BISTO. 


Bisto is modern magic. With Bisto you can always 
have plenty of thick rich gravy. With Bisto you 
can give to soups, stews, meat pies and fish dishes 
a finer, captivating flavour. With: Bisto you can 
make quite ordinary foods extraordinarily appetiz- 
ing. And Bisto is so inexpensive you'll never notice 
it in your shopping bill. 

SEND ne 

THE 


COUPON 


But we don’t ask you to buy Bisto till you've tried it. 
Send the coupon now for a generous sized trial 
package, absolutely free 







HAROLD F, RITCHIE & CO. LTD., 
10-18 McCaul St., Toronto. 


Please send me the Bisto booklet, “What Shall we have for Dinner Today?” and a 
generous FREE sample of Bisto. 
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thout a Penny 


DUGG sane bdavehsndesesss4 es 
/ Wi 
On. of Expense 
AN EXCELLENT GIFT 


Zor 
FOR ANY LITTLE GIRL 


You'll be astonished when you see the beauty of 
this Red Cross Nurse Doll. She is all dressed up 
in a complete Nurse’s uniform, with a lovely blue 
dress and a crisp white cap and apron. 

The head, legs and arms are made of “hard-to 
break’ composition material. Real socks and shoes. 
She is 18 inches tall. 

You can have this lovely dolly if you will secure 
only TWO one year new or renewal, subscriptions 
for CHATELAINE at $1.00 each. You must sell 
these subscriptions. Subscriptions from your own 
home, or for which your parents have paid will 
not count for this doll. 

Just list the names and addresses of your eubscribers 
on a plain sheet of paper, showing the amount each 
paid. On the same sheet clearly print your own name 
and address. Send with your remittance of $2.00 to: 


RED CROSS NURSE DOLL 


CHATELAINE 
481 University Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 





Spinach Ring with Beets Piquante 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Drain hot, fresh cooked or canned 
spinach thoroughly, chop very fine and 
mix with butter and seasonings. Pack 
while hot into a ring mold, shape and 
turn out at once on a hot plate. Fill the 





For the men—four cocktail picks make 
a cunning but not very practical airplane 





centre with diced hot cooked beets which 
have been mixed with French dressing 
and sprinkled with finely cut raw onion. | 
Serve at once. 


Potato Puff with Cheese Meringue 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
3 Egg yolks, slightly beaten 
34 Teaspoonful of salt 
3¢ Teaspoonful of pepper 
34 Teaspoonful of mace 
84 Cupful of cream 
414 Cupfuls of hot mashed 
potatotes 
3 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
114 Tablespoonfuls of corn syrup 
34 Cupful of grated cheese 
3 Egg whites, beaten until stiff 
but not dry 
Combine the egg yolks, salt, pepper, 
mace and cream and mix well. Add the 
potatoes and butter and beat until the 
mixture is light and fluffy. Place in a 
greased casserole. Add the corn syrup 
to the egg white and fold in the cheese 
until well blended. Pile on top of the 
potatoes in the casserole. Bake in a 
moderate oven—350 deg. Fahr.—for 
about fifteen minutes, or until piping hot 
and the meringue is nicely browned. 
Eight servings. 


Corn with Pepper Sauce 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
1g Cupful of chopped red and 
green pepper 
1 Teaspoonful of chopped onion 
4 Teaspoonfuls of flour 
1 Cupful of sour table cream 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
1g Teaspoonful of pepper 
3 Cupfuls of whole kernel corn 
(fresh cooked or canned) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
Melt the two tablespoonfuls of butter 
in a saucepan, add the red and green 
pepper and onion and cook slowly, 
stirring frequently until tender, add the 
flour and blend well. Gradually add the 
sour cream and cook, stirring con- 
stantly until thickened. Season with the 
salt and pepper and pour while hot over 
the corn which has been heated in the 
other two tablespoonfuls of butter. 
Eight serv ings. 





ve Continued at bottom of opposite page 
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For the ladies—miniature red-white-and- 
blue socks knitted on cocktail picks. 
Wear them on your lapel! 
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“YOUR CAKE /S TOPS” 


THE FELLOWS SAY 


< 3 











“T'll bet it’s be- 
Cause you use 
that Oven Ther- 

mometer,”” 






The Taylor Bake Oven 
Thermometer has a_ great 
deal to do with making 
cakes delicious every time 
Mother bakes. This Bake 
Oven Thermometer carries 
a 5-year guarantee of tested 
accuracy and now has the 
famous Binoc glass tubing 
which is three times easier 
to read than previous types. 
The model shown has Binoc 
tubing and comes in file 
box with recipes and index 
cards. Each $2.75. Another 
model with standard tubing 
$1.35. Why not give one 
for Christmas? 

For roast meat ‘“‘done fo a turn’’ use the Taylor 
Roast Meat Thermometer (shown above at right). 
Easy to read and easy to use if tells you exactly 
when meat is rare, medium, or well done. Special 
instructions are on it for different types of meat. 
Price $1.60. 

For Christmas candy making there is the Taylor 
Candy and Jelly Thermometer (above at right). 
You can be sure of delicious candies every time 
if you use the candy thermometer and work to 
the temperatures given. Shows soft ball, hard 
ball, soft crack and hard crack temperatures. 
Model No. 5908—$2.75, No. 5916—$1.35. 

These thermometers sold at all good department 
and hardware stores. If your store cannot sup- 
ply you write direct to Taylor Instrument Com- 
panies of Canada Limited, 110-112 Church St., 
Toronto, Ontario. 


a 
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NO YOUNGSTER will delve into his 


Christmas stocking with any more 
anticipation than the boys at camp will 
And Santa 
Claus himself will be no more welcome 
than those fat, newsy letters and bulging 


parcels from the folks back home, from 


open their Christmas mail. 


aunts and cousins, friends and neighbors 
and sweethears anywhere. 

What do 
training at 
decided the only way to know was to 
ask them. We talked it 
over with the boys in blue and the boys 
in’ khaki. And _here’s 
what they told us! 

Fruit—Any fresh fruit 
able. A box of apples ‘‘a swell idea.” 
Mixture of fruits good, too. “‘Most of 
the fellows like dates and figs and that 


they want, these lads in 


Canadian camps? We 
So we did. 
something of 
very 


accept- 


sort of stuff.” 


Meats—Roast chicken “‘tops;” every- 
one agreed on that. “‘Sure you can send 


it,” said one of them. “My mother 
packs one for my brother in England. 
You know, the spices and stuff keep it.” 
“Oh, boy!’ Sum- 
with dills.” 


“vou bet.” 


Stuffed spareribs 
mer sausage—‘good, too 
Canned, spiced ham 
Canned chicken, lobster, sardines and so 
on—‘Lots of fellows like them.” 

Cheese—‘‘Good for 


You can set it on crackers 


a night snack. 


+ 


be sure lo 


put in the crackers!” 


Jams and Jellies—‘Yes, mother’s 
spec ials.”” 
Pickles Dills, sweet mixed, 


‘ eherkins, little onions and “‘you know 


that kind of stuff that smells so good 
when it’s being made.” 

Pies and Cookies—‘‘ Boy! Any 
kind of pie.” ‘“‘Homemade stuff, just 
what we want.” “Yes, Christmas cake, 
date bread, nut cookies and all that kind 
of thing.” 

Savory and Fancy Biscuits 
handy to eat with things.” 

“Every kind homemade 
preferred.” “‘ Fudge—yummy!” “Maple 
sugar—great stuff!” “Chocolate 
caramels, toffee and other hard kinds.” 


i 00 rd 
idea 
Candy 


bars, 


Gum—*“‘Can’t chew it on parade and 
you can’t always keep it in your cheek.” 

Nuts 
Cashews to you. 

Soft Drinks—‘‘ Well, they’re easy to 
get at the canteen and we can’t have 
bottles round the bunks.” “They weigh 
quite a bit—better let us buy our own.” 

Can Opener—‘‘Give us the food— 
we'll get it open!” 

Cigarettes —‘‘Always acceptable.” 
“Or 


“And pipe tobacco 


“Specially those curly ones.”’ 


tobacco and_ papers.” 


lots of us smoke a 


cigarette 


pipe. 

Reading Material—‘ Donations of 
books and magazines to the library 
would be great.” General magazines 
popular, but canteen workers tell us 
““Chatelaine’s readers are by no means 
all women.” 

Flashlight—‘‘ Handy gadget to have 
’round.”” The slim kind about the size 
of a pencil can be kept in a pocket and 
not take up much room. 

Writing Paper—Lots distributed 
free by war service canteens. But “we 
would like some nice plain paper.” 

Mouth Organ, to Roll out the Barrel 

“Yes, let’s have a tittle music.” “A 


fife is good fun too.” 


Money —‘“‘Well, what do you think!” 
Clothes—‘‘One of those new sweaters 
with the regimental crest—oo-la-la!’’ 


One tall dark and handsome flier says 
they'd “like dress socks for when we go 
out to a party.” Send Air Force blue or 
black. 
Soap, 
Paste, etc. 
buy our own, We sure would like to get 


Cream, Tooth 


we have to 


Shaving 
*That’s swell 


” 


some, 

Sewing Kit (with thread, 
thimble)—*‘ Pretty 
have around, sometimes.” “I’ve 


needle, 
buttons, handy to 
even 
learned to sew ona button.” 
Letters 


more than anything.” “I 


‘Tell them we want Ietters 
wish every- 
body I know would write to me.” “We 
ne ws.” 


want to hear the home-town 


“Vou should be around when the mail 


rr 
comes In. 
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RITZ goes with everything 
—and everybody! 


You're off to a grand start with any meal, if you serve 
crisp, golden Ritz with the soup or fruit cocktail. For 
Ritz is the one cracker that everybody likes! It has a 
zestful, nut-like tang—an appetite-teasing flavor—that 
is quite irresistible. Just taste Ritz, and you’ll understand. 
At your grocer’s, in the big red and yellow package. 


Christies Biscuits 


“There's a Christie Biscuit for every taste” 





e modern Wrist- 
watches are smart in ap- 
pearance, just as ROLEX 
are, but only one Wrist- 
watch holds the world’s 
record for accuracy, and 
that is ROLEX. 





ROLEX, therefore, is the 

logical choice for that ce 
extra special Christmas ACCURATE wrist 

Gift. 


SOLD BY LEADING JEWELLERS EVERYWHERE 
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14 Cupful of corn syrup 
1 Pound of grated bread 


BR ee ee ee 


TWO CHRISTMAS 
RECIPES 


crumbs 

1 Pound of raisins 

1 Pounds of currants 

1 Pound of mixed peel 

Mix together the suet and sugar, add 

the beaten eggs. Sift together the flour, | 
baking powder spices, and add 
alternately with the milk. Add the corn 
syrup and stir in the bread crumbs, and 
the fruits. Allow to stand for a few 
minutes, and then cook by boiling or 
steaming one hour for every pound of 


and 


WORTH KEEPING 


pudding. 
Ice Cream in Meringue Wreath 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


IVE your ‘tummy’ a chance this Yuletide. 
These recipes make a Christmas Pudding 
and a Meat and Poultry Dressing just as 
easily digested as delicious. Dr. Jackson 











Craftsmen in silverware 
recommend “Goddard's 


acquainted with the properties 


6 Egg whites 
114 Cupfuls of icing sugar 


Jackson, M.D. 
Meal (formerly Roman Meal) keeps these now in his 83rd year. 


recipes granular and porous rather than 
sticky and stodgy so that digestive 
juices will quickly mix with them 


Robt. G. 


Green coloring 
Small red candies Craftsmen who are 
Angelica 
| by injudicious cleaning 
Ice cream 
Beat the egg whites until stiff but not 
dry. Fold in the sugar and add the 
coloring, a few drops at a time. With a 
pastry tube or a spoon, pile the meringue 
mixture lightly in the shape of a Christ- | to your silverware. 
mas wreath on a waxed paper on a baking 
sheet. Place the red candies in groups of 


G rd’s 
two or three at intervals around the odda d’s 


meringue, and use strips of angelica at | Plate Powder or Liquid Polish 


the top to represent a bow. Bake in a IN BOXES os TINS 
slow oven—225 deg. Fahr.—for from famous for 100 years gh, 
one-and-a-half to one-and-three-quarter = 5 
hours. Remove to a large plate. Just a . tar 
| before serving, fill the centre with ice i= 
cream. Eight servings. 
. ney Divinity Drops 
For valuable free literature on (A ae ae ee ee jasieas 
food and health write: Robt. G. > Cunfule of sucar 
S 2 Cupfuls of sugar 
Jackson, M.D., 516 Vine Avenue, i? Pisa of hades 
4 Cupful of honey 
Toronto. on : 
; Cupful of water 


2 Egg whites 
Pinch of salt 
Spearmint flavoring 
Boil the honey 
| together until the syrup spins a thread 
250 deg. Fahr. Add the salt to the well- 


of silver know that its surface can easily be marred 
“* Goddard's” 


tar nish and giving 


MEAT AND POULTRY 


See if DRESSINGS 


has the unique vii 


and quickly digest them. 
that’s not right! 


tue of quickly removing a lustrous 
1%@ cups Dr. Jackson Meal 
1 teaspoon salt 
™% teaspoon pepper 
1 teaspoon sage or other pre- 
ferred seasoning 
2 tablespoons melted butter 
4 tablespoons onion, 
chopped fine 
i egg 
114g cups milk 


polish to the silver entirely free from scratches. For 





one hundred years much of the world’s most precious 


CHRISTMAS PUDDING 


1% Ib. raisins 
te Ib. dates 


silverware has been kept in perfect condition by the 
use of “ Goddard's”. 
you will realise how much added charm it will give 


Use it in your own home and 


1% Ib. currants 
%4 Ib. almonds 
1g Ib. peel %4 Ib. cherries 
* 1 Ib. brown sugar 4 eggs 

l cup grated raw potato 

l cup grated raw carrot 

%4 Ib. chopped suet 

4 cups Dr. Jackson Meal 

1 teaspoon allspice 

1 teaspoon cinnamon 

I~ grated nutmeg 


Soak Dr. Jackson Meal with 1 cup milk for 
a few hours, or overnight. Break egg in 
measuring cup and add '% cup milk. Mix 

_, other ingredients, then stir in milk and 
egg. The granules of Dr. Jackson Meal will 
absorb the moisture during cooking and 
when ready the dressing will be just nicely 
moist. The quantities given are for a 5-Ib. 
fowl—for larger fowl increase the quanti- 
ties proportionately. The quantity of sea- 
soning may be increased or reduced to 
suit individual taste. 


and Manufacturers 


Lid., Leicester, England 


Sole Proprietors 


Put fruit, nuts, carrot, potato into basin, 
J. Goddard & Sons 


dredge well with 1 cup Dr. Jackson Meal. 
Mix chopped suet with 3 cups of Dr. 
Jackson Meal and add to fruit, ete. Cream 
Sugar and eggs together and add this to 
mixture. Butter pudding bowl and pack 
to within one inch of top. Cover with 
waxed paper and tie cloth over bowl. Put 
in hot steamer and steam for about 4 
hours. This recipe does not require baking 
soda or baking powder although a little of 
either may be added if desired. 


AGENTS 
W. G. Patrick & Co. Ltd., Toronto 
Watson & Truesdale , Winnipeg 


THIS BOOK SHOULD 
BE IN EVERY 
| HOME! 


“The Universal Home Doctor is modern 
and quite reliable,’’ comments Canadian 
medical authority who examined the 
book. 





sugar, and water 





“Wear-Ever’” 





Aluminum Cooking Utensils 








| dropped 


| on waxed paper. 
| green cherries if desired. 








| beaten egg whites and add the syrup 
| gradually, 


beating continuously until 
the mixture will hold its shape when 
from a spoon. Add _ the 
flavoring to taste. Drop in small pices 


Garnish with red and 


f ,\ Cheese 
ry pastry stars 
, in the bulldog 
spirit. 


Spiced Australian Raisins 

(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

114 Cupfuls of sugar 
3 Tablespoonfuls of corn syrup 
1 ‘Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
14 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 
14 Teaspoonful of cloves 
14 Teaspoonful of ginger 
114 Cupfuls of Australian raisins 
1 Cupful of hot water. 

Boil the sugar, syrup, spices and hot 
water together to the soft-ball stage. Add 
the raisins, and cook slowly for several 
minutes, stirring enough to separate the 
raisins. Drain and roll granulated 
sugar. 

Plum and Apple Punch 

(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

Combine chilled apple juice and the 
juice from canned plums in any desired 
Just 
before serving, add chilled ginger ale to 


proportions for color and flavor. 


| give it a bit of a zip. x 





This book deserves a place in every 
home — the latest, most reliable family 
medical reference—832 pages, thousands 
of authentic facts; hundreds of photo- 
graphs, illustrations, anatomical draw- 
ings. 


UNIVERSAL HOME DOCTOR 


Compiled in Harley Street, medical 
centre of London; edited by eminent 
Harley Street physician. Every one of 
2.500 subjects written by an expert 
Handsomely bound in rich red Morocco- 
grained cloth. 


“All you claim, 
Scope 


“Truly a very use- 
and more . ful aid to every- 
and completeness oe 
te amazing } 
A. M. H., New 
WESTMINSTER, u.- i. 
B.C. ONT. 


The UNIVERSAL HOME DOCTOR is a 
wonderful Gift-book—either for yourself 


or a friend. 
$1.95 


A Book Valued at 
Air Mail Extra) 


one Should be in 
every home 


rIMMINS, 


Over $5.00 for Only 
(Postpaid: . 
This Offer for Canada, 

Newfoundland Only! 


HOME BOOK SERVICE 
212 Dundas St. W., Toronto, Canada 
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By ¥. WwW. S. McCullough, M.D. 


FAMILY PORTRAIT-—Scene 8: 


Chocolates are fine 


—unless you overdo them! Joan, knee-deep in a five- 

pound box of candy, is unwisely eating too many— 

but very wisely keeping an eye out for the house 
detective (Mother!). 


ONE OF the 
Marion each Christmas is what she can 
Iet young Dick and Joan eat. When 
Dick was two she debated whether she 
was really wise in letting him have a 


recurring problems for 


serving of ice cream. Last year it was, 
“Is Joan old enough yet for Christmas 
pudding?” As they grew up and their 
range of diet widened, Marion let them 
take a more active part at the Christmas 
Now aged eight and ten 


they are approaching the age when 


dinner table. 


they can join in most of the things the 
grownups eat, 


Here, in age groups, are the stop and 


go signals to observe: 


Twelve months: After the beginning 
of the meat-eating age, the small amount 
of scraped meat given may be replaced 
by finely chopped turkey, either white 
or red. A small amount of ice cream 
should complete the dainties up to 
two vears, 


Six to ten: The Christmas fare may 


be widened a very little from the child’s 


ve Continued from previous page 
said, “‘Jean upstairs? I want to sec 
Minna.” Then he looked at Susan 
again, with a twinkle in his eve, so that 
when he had gone, up the stairs In a very 


undignified three-at-a-time pace, she¢ 


went across to the mirror behind the 

| ; 
door and looked at herself, and oO! 
course there was a big smudge across 


her cheek, and the checked tea towel 


tied ove! her hair was crooked and 


rakish. She looked like a pirate. 


SHE WAS coming home from Cedarval« 
with linoleum when 
Dr. Hathaway flagged her at his gate. 


lHle was in the car beside her before it 


said “*Go 


some samples 


had entirely stopped, He 


straight on remember the hill 
where we didn’t have the collision? Hall 
a mile beyond.” 

She had seen the garage 


Hath i- 


1 
She obeved. 
mechanic S car standing In the 


4 
| 1 } «es 1> 
Wey Grives She Said, You want speed: 


everyday diet. Perhaps a trifle of plum 
Marion 
allowed 


pudding may be added. As 
knows, candies shouldn’t be 
between meals at this age—that’s why 
Joan in the photograph ts keeping such a 
watchful eye out! Sweets may be given 
in the form of fruit and simple puddings. 
Do not give tea, coffee, beer or wine, 
fried foods, pickles, pie, nuts, rich cake, 
rich puddings and meat gravies to young 
children, 

After ten: The healthy boy and girl, 
with plenty of outdoor exercise, may eat 
much the father and 
mother. The protective foods should be 
milk, eggs, 


same food as 


freely used—meat, fish, 

cereals, fresh vegetables and fruit. 
THERE IS no necessity for a laxative 

either after the Christmas 


dinner unless conditions seem to demand 


bef re or 


one, 

P.S.: Without casting any reflection 
on Mr. and Mrs. Fraser, I have to say 
that grandparents are not the safest of 
guests at Christmas. They are apt to 


indulge the little ones! 


‘That’s the idea. Mind being com- 


mandeered? This always happens, l 
ought to have two cars.” 

Susan let her car out. There was a 
good little engine under its brown hood. 
They flew out to the highway, crossed it, 
road she had 


turned into the country 


taken that day a week ago. 


Is it an accident?” she asked 
anxiously, 

‘A farmer cut his leg on the scythe. | 
in ‘Then he looked at her 
It’s the farmer wh 


Bert 


He’s always having accidents; Jast vea 


could be ba 


and said, ** Funny. 


was hauling that hay Hessey. 


; : a 
he put gasoline instead of coal oil inte 


the fire in the pump house, blew th« 
got caught in the fire and the 


hit 
door snut, 


only thing was his 
| 


woollen clothes. Year befor« : he stuck a 


” 


that saved him 


pitchfork right through his foot. 


] 

Susan winced and bit her lip. She 

was a coward, She hated thing: that 
Continued an page OS 





Give Him Heinz ; 
New Junior Foods 
To Grow On! 


These Well-Balanced Dishes Provide 
Strained-Food Graduates With The 
Heartier Nourishment They Need 


OW you can forget all the fuss 

and bother of cooking special 
meals for your young toddler! Heinz 
answers your problem with 12 new 
Junior Foods—specially 
designed to give growing 
youngsters the huskier 
meals they require. Scien- 
tifically prepared accord- 
ing to Heinz world-famous, 
70-year quality standards, 
these convenient, ready-to- 
serve dishes are fine-flav- 
oured, coarser in texture, 
highly nutritive! 
Feature Heinz new Junior 
Foods on your child’s daily 
menu and watch him grow! 




























CREAMED TOMATO AND RICE. Choice 
vegetables, whey powder and soy bean 
four are added to give better nutritive 
balance—richer flavour. 


CREAMED DICED POTATOES. Milk, 
cream, butter and brewers yeast give this 
food higher energy and nutritional value. 


CREAMED GREEN VEGETABLES solves 
the problem of how to make children 
like greens! It’s a luscious combination 
of kale, green lettuce, green asparagus, 
peas, milk and cream, 


CREAMED DICED VEGETABLES. Choice 
vegetables, milk and rice in a diced or 
chopped form. Addition of a yeast con- 
centrate improves the high vitamin B 
and G content. 


LAMB AND LIVER WITH VEGETABLES 
contains lamb meat and liver and 
chicken liver—making this product of 
value for anemia prevention and correc- 
tion, Choice vegetables improve the 
vitamin content and flavour. 


CHICKEN VEGETABLES AND FARINA 
is made from the meat and broth of 
selected chickens, tasty vegetables, 
durum farina, wheat germ and milk. 
Here's a savoury way to get more cereal 
in baby’s diet! He'll really enjoy this dish! 


AR 




























Choose From 


12 Delicious Kinds 


CARROTS. Sweet, mature carrots are 
chopped coarse enough to require chew- 
ing. The rich orange colour indicates 
its high content of vitamin A. 


MIXED VEGETABLES. This is a nutritious 
blend of several vegetables, highly 
favoured for the diet of children. It 
contains, potatoes, sweet potatoes, car- 
rots, celery, green beans and onions, 


SPINACH. The dark green curly variety 
of spinach is cut into particles of such 
size that only a moderate amount of 
chewing is required. 


PINEAPPLE RICE PUDDING is prepared 
from fancy Hawaiian pineapple in a 
wholesome custard enriched with rice. 
Its high carbohydrate content makes it 


an energy-giving food—the eggs and 
milk increase its nutritive value. 
PRUNE PUDDING Choice prunes and 


farina are cooked with milk and eggs, 
producing a dish that is less laxative 
than plain prunes and has an excellent 
nutritive balance. 


APPLE FIG & DATE DESSERT. Ripe, full. 
flavoured apples are blended with the 
small-seeded variety of white figs and 
select dates. Lemon juice is added to 
enhance this combination of rich, 
zestful flavours with a touch of tartness 


H. J. HEINZ COMPANY OF CANADA LTD., 


Leamington, Canada: Melbourne, Australia; London, 
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A Star for Susan 


Continued from page 53 





He pursed up his lips and pulled | 
Pepper’s sleepy ear. | 
“Is it somebody trying to make money 

out of you, Jim?” 

“Who would it be?” 

She shook her head. “I think that’s 
very queer,” she said, and frowned, 
puzzling about it. 

The telephone rang. 

“Sure,” Jim said flatly. “Sure, the 
telephone.” He went to answer it, his 
long legs carrying him over the floor 
swiftly. He glanced out the hall window 
on the way, and his mother knew from 
his face that his car was useless. But his 
voice, when he spoke, was confident and 
“Right away,” he said. “Don’t 





**Jiminee Christmas—will you look at t the weenie! How lovely of Mother 
to be helping Santy Claus!. . . Let’s see now—wonder if it would hurt to 
peek just a little? Tomorrow’s really such a long way off...” 


serene. | 
worry, Bonnie.” 
His mother got up quickly and went 
into the office. He was dragging down 
| 

| 





Gift Box 


This attractively packaged assort- 


an extra roll of bandage from the shelf, 
seizing up his bag. “‘Bert Hessey’s cut 
his leg on the scythe,” he said curtly. 
“Tl have to make it in the mechanic’s 
old crock.” 

His mother opened the door, worried. 
Jim’s car was jacked up, one rim bare. 
The mechanic’s car was nothing but a 
stripped old jalopy. It wouldn’t go fast 
enough for Jim, nor maybe for Bert 


ment of Baby's Own toiletries—Baby’s 
Own Soap, bath oil and powder, each 
the finest and purest of its kind — 
makes a delightful Christmas gift for 
Baby's Mother. 


Pree 





it won’t stay shut .. . Shucks, it’s probably just another bib! So far I haven’t aeons , 


way home from marketing. She had a | 
good little car. Mrs. Hathaway turned. | 
“Jim,” she began 


But he had seen the other car already. | 5 0 A i 


He dashed out to the gate and stopped ¢ x 
sete iar a oe pe’ | The Beauty Soap of Precious Purity 


Susan. He was tn beside her before she 


came to a complete stop, and then, 

sharply, they were away. 
CONSTIPATION 
SERIOUS IF NEGLECTED 


BABY’S daily movements are something of 
which abso lutely accurate track must be kept. 
When he misses something must be done at 
once. Constipation is serious for baby. 


bore Hessey. , 
“Hm-m, scumiiiing ieribiahiees mae this package! It won’t come open and | we conga - — opens: 6 “ BA RY c l] | N 
roac rom town Was Susan, on her 


gotten a thing I wanted . . . And, my, I’m awfully hot and prickly!” 


SUSAN WAS very happy at Jean 
Morel’s. From the first day it had 
seemed to her that a kind of fate had 
been at work to let her find this place, a 
place where, for a little while, she was 
herself, and free, and had a chance to 
think. Nobody knew who she was; she 
was Susan Watson to Jean and Minna, 








"Ho hum! Guess I’d caer call for help - «+ Mother! Will you come unravel 
me? I’ve had too much Christmas and I’m getting cross. But a rubdown 
with downy Johnson’s Baby Powder would do a lot for my holiday spirit!’ 


JOHNSON’S 
BABY POWDER 


just a person looking for an opportunity, 
a girl alone. They accepted her simple 
few words of 


question, and that, Susan understood 


explanation without 


quite well, was first because they 
needed her so much. Well, she wanted 
to be needed. 

She had seen Doctor Jim Hathaway 
several times since she had come, and 
was always interested in him; partly 
because of their first meeting, when she 
had liked his strength and his imper- 


Mrs, John T. Reid of Hespeler, Ont., has this 
to say: ‘‘Having had seven children and having 
used Baby’s Own Tablets for all seven, can 
say they are the best and gentlest regulator for 
children — safe and effective for the tiniest 
infant. I give them up to 10 years of age. 
During teething Baby’s Own Tablets were @ 
boon to me as they cleared up at once any 
digestive disturbance or fretfulness.’? 

Equally effective for simple fever, diarrhoea, 
upset stomach, colic, simple croup and other 
minor ailments of babyhood. 


Quick and sure in their action. Easy to take. 
Harmles ss, and safe. Do not contain opiates or 
stupefying drugs. Each package contains 
analyst's certificate. Get a box today. Sickness 
so often strikes in the night, 25 cents. Money 
back if not satisfied. 


sonality, partly because of his profes- 





"it’s Christmas every day for babies who 
get sprinkles of Johnson’s Baby Powder! 
It’s so soothing for prickly heat and 
chafes. And it’s a mighty inexpensive 
way to help keep a baby feeling merry!” 


sion, which seemed to her one of the 
finest and most useful, and partly 
because Jean and Minna liked him so 


-|ASTHMA Sufferers 


sleep better tonight 


@ Soothing antiseptic vapours of Vapo- 
Cresolene relieve difficult breathing and 
air-hunger of bronchial asthma sufferers 
—permitting restful sleep. Use this 
60-year-old remedy. It relieves 
the paroxysms of whooping cough, 

” spasmodic croup, bronchial asthma 
do you de , and coughs amaaten with bronchial 
would vou like irritations and colds. Drugless. 
Lamp or Electric Vaporizer. Direc- 
tions enclosed. At alldrug stores. 


much, as a neighbor, as a doctor, and as 
a man. 
| a he second time she had seen him, he 
| had walked into the kitchen while she 


He had looked 






was polishing the stove. 


a Se een 


WHAT THOUSANDS UPON THOUSANDS | Sciicein astonishmmene 
WSE TO WELP RELIEVE RED UGLY | “How—how 


quickly. Is there 


eee | ess 
CAUSED He put his head on one side and re- 
garded her with quizzical thoughtful- 


Cuticura Ointment helps heal and clear up un- ness. He couldn’t think where he’d 





Susan said 


( For Christmas Give ) 


Vi yella a 










Nem ea 


REO sightly facial blemishes due to external causes seen her, that was clear. THE LITTLE LAMP 
if —Cuticura Soap lathers away surface impuri- S , ‘led. SI ‘d. “TI th Ei 2 4, 
j ) ties, helps keep the skin soft and smooth. Don’t usan smiled, one sal¢ le other Va “Creaalene Co, Miles Bide. Montreal . 
| : ; ; . apo-Cresolene Co., Miles Bldg., Montreal. Que. 
‘ Dress Lenath delay relief! Use this ee com- | day. We almost had an accident. With FREE! Please send me your Booklet No. 2 
@ ination—Cuticura Soap and Ointment—regu- | “The Little Ls valth” 
i BRITISH - UNSHRINKABLE - COLORFAST eae pt | the hay.’ a The Little Lamp of Health 
i" . 2 “<“ , ° ” Va e ee ° cece eeaccecesoeeceoesee 
4 ( 36 or 54 inches wide. At all leading stores or often surprising. He grinned at her. That’s it,” he | - oes ; ’ 
i write Wm. Hollins, Ltd., 266 King St., Toronto Buy BOTH at your | greed, id. tank ‘un hie hag seein and Address 
bes Gi Si i ai id ee re ee ee eee ee druggist’s today. i ' ‘ © 





* Continued at bottom of opposile page 
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The Solution to Your Gift Problems! 


THIS YEAR, Chatelaine Gift Subscriptions are particularly appropriate 
as Christmas Remembrances. It is purely Canadian: and at no time 
in Canada’s history has it been so important that we all do everything 


Make Up Your (Sitt List in our power to “Think Canadian’ — “Be Canadian” and ‘Buy 


Canadian.” 
and _ — form SPECIAL LOW GIFT RATES 
OaQay: 


4 GIFT ORDERS for *2.°° 


3 GIFT ORDERS for - - - - = %175 
2 GIFT ORDERS for - - - - - = . £1.50 
1 Gift Order - = - - = = = = £1.00 
Gift Orders in excess of 4... Only 50c. each 


NAMES MAY BE CHECKED OFF 3 
| Z YOUR LIST FOR ONLY $ 50 























If you do not wish to 
mutilate your copy of 
the magazine—you will 
find a convenient Order 
Form facing another 
Page. 


| 
FRIENDS MAY BE TAKEN CARE Oo 
3 OF FOR ONLY $4.5 


A ROUND DOZEN MAY BERE- 
MEMBERED WITH NO BOTHERSOME 9 6 .00 
EFFORT ON YOUR PART FOR ONLY 


These Rates are for Gift Subscriptions for One Year for Canada and Newfound- 
land; Fifty Cents extra must be added for each Gift Order to other countries. 


Your Own New or Renewal Subscription may be included in any group at these 
Rates: as well as Gift Subscriptions from other members of your family to their 
friends. Indicate clearly how their names are to be signed on the Gift Cards. 

No Gift Orders will be accepted for customers, clients or other business connec- 
tions of the donor. 

If sending in Four (4) or more Gift Orders for Chatelaine: you may include Gift 
Orders to Canada only, for Maclean’s—‘‘Canada’s National and Fact Magazine’’— 
at 60 cents each; Canadian Homes & Gardens and/or Mayfair—‘‘Canada’s Most 
Beautiful and Distinguished Magazines’’—at $1.50 each. 






PAYMENT NEED NOT BE MADE 
UNTIL AFTER JANUARY 1, 1941 






CANADIAN! 


Chatelaine 


IS PRODUCED 
IN CANADA 








CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FORM [J a 


CHATELAINE, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, SIMU Ses eo hee yeasts nN This Space for Office Use 
Please send Chatelaine to each of the following for One Year—[] Also mail Personal Greetings and Good 
Wishes on a Gift Announcement Card supplied by you, to reach them as nearly as possible to Christmas 
Morning, with Gift Cards signed as indicated—-OR—[] Send Cards to me for mailing.— 

TORO ac oss cacbcas stata neues in payment of this Order—OR—T[] Please bill me after January 1, 1941. 


(Additional Gift Orders for Chatelaine and other magazines mentioned above should be listed on a plain sheet of paper, in same way as on Order Form below: be 
sure and specify magazines desired and how Gift Cards are te be signed. Make sure your own name and address is on extra sheet for identification.) 


This Space for Office Use | 


1 3 > 
Name . : : ; Name ‘ a ae aee Je fb Tame Sila Sia! ak Wcaxtdeel i aa iwrateotad tak shaman ee 
BAGO 65 6k ees : : Address Address i ee ates bo ee le 
City-Prov. ; oi aehiras City-Prov. ce City-Prov. yar ieee RR 
Gift Card Gift Card Gift Card 
to read from .... to read from i to read from She ea hy es ee 
Fe ' 
= YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 
Name SEs aid a ate tein ‘ a Name Paget gta. ba i ieaediaonn ata be 
Name ; ; he gata ara 

PO ee i ; si. a Address 

x ROBE Seis cae ee en cs 0 hk CREE ORE 
COR oe a aoe ne Ss ag Fees hEAR ROR RaRR Oe KS City-Prov. | 
ry . eo | : 
Gift Card Gift Card CE Nias a dulira nis Re ee vc 2 nine a CH. Dec 
[OPORTO OOA.. sn vas okcneewaeansesd des ewaeeebaics IanO i i a es i 
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Snecial 


MONEY-SAVING 


GIFT 
OFFER 


CHATELAINE; DECEMBER, 1940 





SLO 


Canada’s most interesting 
magazine for women 


rt Solution of your Christmas Gift prob- 
lem is so easily effected, right beside your 
own fireside, by sending your friends a Gift 
Subscription to Chatelaine. 


Each month throughout the year—from Christ- 
mas Until Christmas Again—Chatelaine will be 
a happy reminder to your friends, of your Good 
Will and Thoughtfulness. 


Acceptable . . . Inexpensive . . . “The Gift You 
Know She’ll Like” . . . Chatelaine has a strong 
appeal for Canadian women of every age, 
through its various departments: “Beauty Cul- 
ture” — “Housekeeping” — “Fashions” — 
“Baby Clinic’ — “Your Home” — “Handi- 
ctafts”—Top-flight Fiction — Current Events. 


Truly the authoritative guide, mentor and 
friend of Canadian womanhood: from ’teen- 
age to dignified maturity: Canadian women 
(and men) are definitely “aware” of Chate- 
laine; and no wonder: it is easily Canada’s Most 
Interesting Magazine for Canadian Women! 


A Gift Subscription to Chatelaine is a definite 
compliment to your friends . . . They will ap- 
preciate your own good taste in choosing such 


a Gift for them. . . They will enjoy the variety 
Chatelaine offers and the Canadian accent with 
which it speaks . . . They will look forward to 
each issue with eagerness and be proud to have 
it come into their homes. 


As a Gift: Chatelaine fills every requirement to 
the nth degree. At the Special Low Rates de- 
tailed on the opposite page: Chatelaine as a gift 
is so inexpensive that many names you might 
otherwise omit may be added to your List. Your 
own New or Renewal Subscription, as well as 
Gift-Orders from any member of your family, 
may be included in any group. 


Simply make up your Gift List on the Order 
Form at the bottom of the opposite page, and 
send it along to us with your payment (by 
personal cheque, money order or postal note, 
for safety)}—OR: You may open a “Charge 
Account” for your Gift Subscriptions if you so 
desire, and we will invoice you for payment 
after the New Year. 


We will mail the attractive Gift Card described 
and pictured to the right, to reach your friends 
as nearly as possible to Christmas Day (or if 
you prefer, we will forward them to you for 
personal mailing or presentation). 


Your Christmas Shopping is Made Truly Easy and 
Inexpensive by Using Gift Subscriptions to Chatelaine. 


kd EVERY 


WOMAR WILL 
ENJOY IT 


THIS EXCEPTIONALLY 
ATTRACTIVE GIFT CARD WILL 


ANNOUNCE YOUR GIFT 


Your friends to whom you send Chatelaine as a Gift 
will receive this unusually lovely Gift Announcement 
Card with your Personal Greetings and Name signed 
in any manner you wish. It is 4%” x 6%”, double 
fold, printed by special process on heavy etching 
paper. 

For use as our Christmas Gift Announcement we 
especially commissioned the Artist to do this fine 
etching. 

The etching presented on this Christmas Card 
pictures an unusual view cf the Western Block 


(popularly referred to as “West Block”) of the 
Parliament Buildings at Ottawa. The Block is 
dominated by the Mackenzie Tower built in 1875 
during the Premiership of the Honourable Alexander 
Mackenzie after whom it was named, 


TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS WONDERFUL OFFER NOW... 
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Handicrafis 


by Marie le Cerf 





C797—The “crinoline twins” in cross-stitch. 
Finest circular, linen-finished English cotton 
pillowcases, 36 x 40 inches, $1.25 per pair; 






C800—Four little fishes—a cute quartet of 
kitchen holders, stamped on strong green 
linene to be worked in gold and bright 
green. Complete with binding and cottons 
(padding is not sent), 50 cents per set. 


C801—Patriotic bridge cloth and luncheon 
set in same design. Beautiful crossed flags 
stamped on fine black feltex; binding in 
red, white and blue to match and elastic for 
corners, $1.00; cottons, 27 cents. The 36-inch 
luncheon cloth and four serviettes in finest 
white Irish linen, $2.00; cottons, 30 cents. 


These are Chatelaine patterns, Handicraft 
Series, ORDER FROM Marie Le Cerf, Chate- 
laine, 481 University Ave., Toronto, enclos- 
ing postal note or money order. If sending 
cheque, add 15 cents bank exchange. Items 
from previous issues can be supplied. Prices 
include regular postage. 





C803—"Putting on the Ritz.” 
ern beverage set that will add to the fun of winter parties 


or make a charming gift. 


cottons, 20 cents 


An amazing and very mod- 


Stamped on fine cream or 
yellow Irish linen, the tray cloth is 14 x 20 inches, with six 
little bell-hop serviettes, 7 x 10 inches, $1.00 per set; 





C796 — Mammy pad for 
your kitchen. Stamped on 
fine black art felt, 7 x 9 in- 
ches, it is very quickly 
worked, then pasted on 
cardboard. With cottons for 
working and pad (pencil is 
not sent), 25 cents. 


finest white Irish linen huckaback towels, 
18 x 30 inches, $1.25 per pair. Cottons for 
either, 20 cents. Please state colors. 


C798—Four-leaf clover cushion. Here's luck 
to the house! Green appliqué on black, 
rust, wine or sand art felt, 15 x 18 inches, 
with light and dark green binding and cot- 
ton to work, $1.25; form, 55 cents. 


C799 — Little Dutch kids. 
Child's or full-size pillowcases, 
and towels. The 14 x 18-inch 
size for carriage or cot is 
stamped on finest white Eng- 
lish cotton, 35 cents each; cot 
tons, 10 cents. For prices on 
full sizes see C797. 










C802 — A timely little book 
mark that any Britisher would 
enjoy using. In red art felt 
with backing to match and cot- 
tons, 15 cents. 









C804—Little black squirrel 
coal mitt — the handiest 
little fellow around the 
fireplace or stove. Stamped 
on strong black feltex, with 
brown cotton and ring for 
hanging, 25 cents. 











A Star for Susan 


Continued from page 64 





When she cut 
She couldn’t 
Just 


hurt. She hated blood. 
her finger she fainted. 
stand the thought of torn flesh. 
to think putting a 
pitchfork through a man’s foot, made 
her feel sick. Her stomach drew itself 
together into a tight little wad and stuck 


about it, about 


in her solar plexus. 

Jim Hathaway said thoughtfully, 
“I’m not sure there’s anybody at home 
out there. It was one of the youngsters 
who called me.” 

Susan didn’t realize what he was 
thinking about, or what that remark 
might mean, not at the moment. She 
was concerned with hurrying the car. 
Jim indicated curves and turns for her, 
and finally the lane into the Hessey 
Farm. Susan sped along to the farm- 
house, standing in a ragged orchard. As 
the car stopped they heard children 
crying hysterically. Jim made the 
kitchen door in about three long steps. 
Staccato, 


heard his voice, 


slower 


Susan 
abrupt, and a 
answering. Then Jim came to the door 
and said, “‘Come here, will you? I need 


man’s voice 


you.” 

Susan got out of the car and went to 
the house, because he had gone in 
again and wouldn’t be able to hear her 
if she shouted. If she said . . . I can’t 
come in if there’s any blood. I can’t. 

There.was blood. It was on the door- 
step, big splashes of it, red against the 
scrubbed boards. Susan got to the steps 
and saw it, and her stomach turned over 
again, She began to feel pale green and 
watery. 

“Get out, you kids,” Jim was saying. 
“Bonnie, take them somewhere out to 
play—everything’s all right, and we'll 
fix your dad up in no time,” 

The three children came out, past 
Susan; Bonnie a little thing, not more 
than nine or ten, the two boys much 
younger. They looked terrified. They 
were all sobbing. 

Jim said peremptorily, “Susan!” 

She went up the steps. She opened the 
screen door, and the world was already 
beginning to get that odd impenetrable 
glaze spread over it. She went into the 
kitchen. Bert Hessey was lying directly 
in front of her, on an old black leather 
couch, and Jim had already cut off the 
leg of the man’s overalls and was peeling 
a layer of soaked undergarment carefully 
away from the heavy muscle. 

He said briefly, “Open my bag for me 
and set it on this chair. Unfasten that 
roll of bandage. Bring me a basin of 
water.”* 

Bert Hessey said faintly, “I got the 
kettle on, Doc. 

” his voice trailed off. 
The kitchen was a shambles. 
Susan lifted the bag and opened it 


You always want the 


with hands that would not take direc- 
tion. 

Jim looked up sharply. “I need that 
wate! Abd he said. 

Susan said waveringly, “I can’t do 
this.” 

Jim straightened. 
do it?” 

“I’m not a nurse. It makes me sick. 

He looked at her coldly. ‘‘ All right, it 


makes you sick. Then go outside and be 


“Why can’t you 


” 


sick and hurry up about it and come 
back. This man needs help.” 


To be Continued 
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The characters and names in fiction 
stories appearing in Chatelaine are 
imaginary and have no reference to 
living persons 

Manuscripts submitted to Chatelaine 
must be accompanied by addressed en- 
velopes and sufficient postage for their 
return. The Publisher will exercise 
every care in handling material sub- 
mitted, but will not be responsible for 
the loss of any manuscript, drawing or 
photograph Contributors should re- 
tain copies of material submitted 
Chatelaine is fully protected by copy- 
right and its contents may not be re- 
printed without permission. Use of its 
articles, in whole or in part, for adver- 
tising purposes or in stock selling or 


promotion, is never sanctioned 
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